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the truth about 
her marriage 
Sal Mineo’s 
nart-warming 


ANKSGIVING 
MIRACLE 


a teen fan reports on 
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DORIS MET MY BUS! 


Beautiful news! Matching make-up to give 
Beautiful news! c ¢ 


you a flawless, glowing look all day long! 
Revlon creates three make-up mates, all in the same nine 
complexion tones. ‘Touch-and-Glow —the flattering liquid make-up. 


“ace Powder, for the softest finish ever. And now, for touch-ups, 


‘Touch-and-Glow’ Pressed Powder, in a beautiful, spillproof compact. 
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LIQUID MAKE-UP « FACE POWDER « NEW! PRESSED POWDER 


‘Touch-and-Glow’ 
Pressed Powder 1.50* 


LIQUID MAKE-UP 1.25%, 1.75% 
aePKUS TAX © REVLON, INC. 1957 
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Beth tela wave of envy 


for the woman in the green sedan 


Beth knew the couple with the green sedan had been married 
for years. Yet he was attentive as a bridegroom. “If 

only George were like that’’, she reflected. But George was 
not—and there was a “why”. Halitosis—bad breath. 


The most common cause of 
bad breath is germs... 
Listerine kills germs by millions 


The most common cause of bad breath (halitosis) 
is germs in the mouth. Tests show Listerine 

kills every germ found in the mouth instantly, 

on contact—to help keep breath 

fresher, sweeter, longer. 


Tooth paste can’t kill germs 
the way Listerine does 


Tooth paste can’t kill germs the way Listerine 
does, because no tooth paste is antiseptic. 

That’s why Listerine stops bad breath 
four times better than tooth paste. Gargle 
Listerine full-strength, morning and night. 


CADIS i Ne 


LISTERINE ANTISEPTIC 
stops bad breath 4 times better than tooth paste 
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modern screen. 


STORIES 


31 = Editorial 
32 Open Letter to Frank Sinatra’s Kids 


34 Debbie Tells Louella Parsons—The Truth About Our Marriage 
(Debbie Reynolds-Eddie Fisher) 


36 Sal Mineo’s Thanksgiving Miracle by Ed DeBlasio 
38 Harry Belafonte: Just Where Do I Belong? by Daniel Stern 
42 Tommy And Me (Tommy Sands) by Molly Bee 


46 I Trailed Doris Day by Sally Mazzella 


48 “I’m No Longer Carmen Orrico... I’m Now Johnny Saxon .. 
by Pamela Herbert 


50 “We Touched A Few Stars” (Kim Novak) as told to Beverly Ott 
52 Pat Levels With Us by Pat Boone 

54 The Lord Giveth (Liz Taylor) by Linda Matthews 

56 The Lord Taketh Away (Marilyn Monroe) by N. Polsky 

60 We Applaud Mrs. Robert Taylor 
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ise your GO0d) |" co exits cemrn eee 


12 “Help—Gotta Bail My Wife Out Of Hock!” (Jerry Lewis) 


common sense! 13 November Birthdays 


26 James MacArthur Gets The Good News 


Think! Think how you had to struggle, 28 Van Sees Red! Red Socks, That Is... (Van Johnson) 
struggle, struggle with that miserable 29 “It’s Not So Easy To Get Married” (Kim Hunter) 
belt-pin-pad contraption last month and 
last year and all the times before that! DEPARTMENTS 
Think how uncomfortable it was! Does 15 Louella Parsons In Hollywood 
it make sense to go on and on when 4 The Inside Story 
millions of Tampax users say they almost 6) New Moviess “by Florenceltinsten 
forget about time of the month? 62 $100 For You 
Tampax® internal sanitary |protection 70°. NodéuniScréen Fashions 
makes things so much simpler for you. 72eMcdenice conuseauty 
Since Tampax is worn internally, odor 
can’t form. What’s more, nothing can Color portrait of Doris Day on the cover by Mead-Madick. Doris can currently 
show. You can shower or bathe. Tampax be seen in Warner Bros. THE Pasama GAME. Watch for her soon in Paramount's : 
won't absorb any water. There are no TEACHER’s Pet. Other photographers’ credits on page 75. 


disposal problems with Tampax. No 
carrying problems either. A supply of 


Tampax can be slipped into your very DAVID MYERS, editor. 
smallest handbag. JIM HOFFMAN, managing editor ERNESTINE R. COOKE, ed. asst. 
It makes sense to use the easy way— RHYN SERLIN, story editor KEN REGAN, photo research 
the Tampax way. Choose frorithreeaie M. RAUSCHENBERGER, assoc. editor GENE HOYT, photo research 
: : GWENN WALTERS, fashion and beauty director 
sorbencies (Regular, Super, Junior) FERNANDO TEXIDOR, art director 
puhetever dmg products.ate sold: Tanipax J, WILLIAM LUSZCZ, art editor PIERRE DU FAYET, asst. art editor 
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Join [es Girls’ and see a world of entertainment! 


(rhymes with “playgirls’’) 


“LEO, THE LION, 
WILL HAVE 
SOMETHING TO 
CHEER ABOUT 
WHEN ‘LES GIRLS’ 
HITS THE SCREEN.” 


—Louella Parsons 


“ITS OUT OF 
THIS WORLD.” 


— Hedda Hopper 


“LES GIRLS’ IS 
THE MOST LAVISH 
HOLLYWOOD 
ENTRY THIS 
SEASON.” 


—Tom Wood, 


CO eS ae 
NH. Y. Herald Tribune 


“ONE OF THE 
MOST BRILLIANT 
PICTURES IN 
YEARS.” 


— Mike Connelly. 
Hollywood Reporter 


M-G-M presents A SOL C. SIEGEL PRODUCTION of COLE PORTER'S 


TES GIRIS 


starring 


GENE KELLY - MITZI GAYNOR - KAY KENDALL - TAINA ELE 


co-starring JACQUES BERGERAC * Screen Play by JOHN PATRICK - Story by Vera Caspary 
ilasic and Lyrics by COLE PORTER + in CinemaScope and METROCOLOR 
Associate Producer SAUL CHAPLIN © Directed by GEORGE CUKOR 


as RIA ENE SE AE NIE TNE, 


SS, 


HEAR COLE PORTER'S NEW SONG HITS... 
“Les Girls” ap “You're Just Too, Too” Ef “Ca Cest LAmour™ - “Why Am I So Gone About That Gal?” ui “Ladies In Waiting” 
Recorded from the Sound Track in a new M-G-M Records Album 


Lay) 


TTT AF eh PT ANE AE Tt REID 


CHORES GALORE 


... HANDS HE ADORES! 


: 
a. 
Evening bad HAND LOTION 
* TOILET WATER 
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HAND & BODY LOTION 
AND EAU DE TOILETTE 
BOTH FOR $1.00 


regular 2.25 value 


Surround yourself, even to your fingertips, 
with the fabulous fragrance the French 
adore. Use this new “waterproofing” lo- 
tion before and after household chores... 
it makes detergent-damaged hands look so 
lovely—so fast! Why not treat yourself 
today to this double helping of glamour! 


“CREATED IN FRANCE BY BOURJOIS. MADE IN U.S.A. 


Want the real truth? Write to INSIDE STORY, Modern Screen, 
10 West 33rd Street, New York 1. The most interesting 
letters will appear in this column. Sorry, no personal replies. 


@ Is it true that Tony Perkins cannot 
ride a horse and was a riot on one all 
during the making of The Tin Star? 

—M.Y., Los ANGELES, CAL. 
A Tony has now learned how to sit on 
a horse; riding comes later. 


9 Isn’t Walter Winchell under contract 
to Lucille Ball and Desi Arnaz? 

—K.Y., N.Y.C. 
A Winchell has a partnership with Desi 
for his new TV series, for which he re- 
ceives $7,500 a week. 


9 Did Marlon Brando really burn him- 
self in the bar of the Prince Or WALES 
Hote in Paris? 

—E.P., Newark, N.J. 
A Yes. He scalded his thighs with burn- 
ing tea, then sprayed the burn with 
soda water. 


@ Will Sophia Loren marry Carlo 
Ponti? 

—L.T., Miami, Fra. 
A Loren and Ponti will probably marry 
if he can secure a divorce. 


@ Is it true that Leslie Caron will not 
permit her baby to be photographed? 

—V.O., Battrmore, Mp. 
A Leslie has changed her mind. Baby 
photographs are now OK. 


@ Can you tell me if it is true that 
Betsy Drake hypnotizes her husband 
Cary Grant? If so, how does she do it? 

—W.L., N.Y.C. 
A “TI just sit by his bedside,” Betsy says, 
“and talk to him gently. I tell him to 
relax each part of his body in sequence 
starting with his toes. Then I tell him 
he will fall asleep by the time he counts 
twenty, and he does.” 


@ Who is Dora Doll and what is her 
relationship to Marlon Brando? 

—G.L., Lovuisvitz, Ky. 
A She is a Parisian dancer whom Bran- 
do has been seeing a lot of. 


@ Is it true that Island In The Sun 
was banned in the West Indies where it 
was made? 

—D.U., Rateicu, N.C. 
A It was banned in the Bahamas. 


@ Did Jerry Lewis antagonize every- 
one in Toronto? I’ve never read such a 
bad press on anyone. What happened ? 

—E.P., MonTREAL 
A Lewis lost his temper backstage at 
the IMPERIAL THEATRE on his recent per- 
sonal appearance tour with Tue DELI- 
CATE DELINQUENT. 


9 Can you tell me how much Tommy 
Sands gets under his 20th Century-Fox 
contract ? 

—R.L., Rocuester, N.Y. 
A $10,000 for his first picture; $100,000 
for his tenth if he lasts that long. 


9 Can you tell me how many times 
Doris Day has really been married? 

—G.U., Cotumsus, OHI0 
A Three times. 


@ There is one American film star 
whom the French refer to as the silent 
lover. Can you identify him? 

—G.T., Paris, FRANCE 
A Gary Cooper. 


@ I’ve been told that Dean Martin 
can’t sing and that they use another 
singing voice for him in films. Is any of 
this true? 

—N.I., MiAmq, FLA. 
A No. 


@ Can you tell me who is responsible 
for Jeff Chandler looking so funny in 
Jeanne Eagels? 

—B.J., Boston, Mass. 
A If you think he looks funny, blame 
Director George Sydney. 


9 How old is Jennifer Jones and how 
old is her husband ? 3 

—H.I., Irmaca, N.Y. 
A Jennifer is thirty-eight, Selznick fifty- 
five. 


@ Will Joanne Woodward and Paul 
Newman marry? 

—M_.Y., BuFFato, N.Y. 
A It is expected they will. 


@ Didn’t Yul Brynner fall in love with 
Ingrid Bergman while they were mak- 
ing Anastasia? 

—M.Y., Detroit, Micw. 
A They became very good friends. 


@ In Jailhouse Rock, does Elvis Pres- 
ley have his hair cut? 

—M.R., Toronto, CANADA 
A Yfes. 


@ Can you tell me what’s happened to 
Betty Grable? 

—R.T., Kansas City, Mo. 
A She’s taking it easy, waiting for an 
irresistible role. 


@ Will Audrey Hepburn ever have 
children ? 

—N.T., Ety, NrEv- 
A Friends say not so long as she is 
concerned with her career. 


...the story of the ex-sheriff who'd worn it—till 
he’d faced one gun too many...the young sheriff 
he had to teach to wear it—or watch die...and 
the boy who lived only to wear one of his own! 


TIN STAR 


...and $40 a month—that’s what they gave 
you for protecting people who ran like 
rabbits when the going got rough! 


TIN STAR 


...another superbly powerful triumph from 
Perlberg and Seaton, producers of “The 


Country Girl” and “The Proud and Profane!” 


Paramount presents 


. HENRY ANTHONY 


- FONDA: PERKINS 


IN A PERLBERG-SEATON PRODUCTION 


co-starring 


BETSY PALMER:MICHEL RAY 


NEVILLE BRAND - JOHN McINTIRE 

Produced by William Perlberg and George Seaton 

Directed by Anthony Mann - Screenplay by Dudley Nichols 
From a Story by Barney Slater and Joel Kane - A Paramour* Release : 
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NEW MOVIES. 
by MDocmce opélein 


FOR DRAMA 


Tip On A Dead Jockey 
Time Limit 


“Slim Carter” 
Johnny Trouble 
FOR SPECTACLE 
The Sun Also Rises 


FOR COMEDY 
Les Girls 
Operation Madball 


FOR ADVENTURE 

The Tin Star 

Pick-Up Alley 

FOR LOVE 

The Woman In The Dressing Gown 


Tyrone Power and Ava Gardner are caught in a tense moment from THE Sun Arso Rises. The film is based on Ernest Hemingway’s thrilling nov 


Ava Gardner 
Tyrone Power 
Mel Ferrer 
Errol Flynn 
Eddie Albert 


THE SUN ALSO RISES 


romance a la Hemingway 


" This movie is very faithful to the novel that 
made Ernest Hemingway famous. The sun 
rises, in that famous era of the 1920’s, on a 
group of very lost, very attractive exiles 
who while away their time in Paris, Biarritz 
and Spain. They are always trying for happi- 
ness but never get more than multiple hang- 
overs. Tyrone Power, newspaperman, made 
impotent by a war injury, still loves Ava 
Gardner, who takes out her frustration in 
destructive love affairs. Throughout, she is 
engaged to Errol Flynn, a free-spending but 
bankrupt Englishman who brings a great deal 
of pathos and comedy to his role as hangdog 
suitor. Mel Ferrer, late of Princeton, becomes 
infatuated with Ava and won’t let her alone, 
despite everybody’s pleas to drop dead. Ava 
and the boys (Tyrone, Mel, Errol and Eddie 
Albert) take a little trip to Spain where the 
bullfights are. Here the movie rises to the 
magnificence of all the pageantry and color 
that invades the town during festival time. 
There is a wonderful scene where Errol and 
Eddie run drunkenly through the streets into 
the bullring, followed by the bulls and a 
crowd of celebrants. It’s the custom for the 


bulls to run through the streets when the sea- 
son opens. Naturally, Ava falls for a mata- 
dor, Robert Evans, and is on her way to ruin- 
ing his young life, but she reconsiders in time. 
It is a handsome film.—CINEMAScoPE, 20TH- 
Fox. 


Gene Kelly 

Mitzi Gaynor 

Kay Kendall 
Taina Elg 
Jacques Bergerac 


LES GIRLS 


sparkling comedy 


™ Les Girls sparkles like diamonds, cracks like 
a whip, glows with feminine beauty, vibrant 
color and the grace of Gene Kelly and Mitzi 
Gaynor. The songs are by Cole Porter. It is 
certainly a brilliant musical comedy. But the 
story is another story. Once there were three 
girls and a guy in Paris—they had a dance 
act. Years later, safely married to a Lord, 
gorgeous Kay Kendall—one of the girls— 
writes a book, casually destroying the repu- 
tation of another of the girls—provocative 
Taina Elg—who thought she was safely mar- 
ried to rich Jacques Bergerac. Taina sues for 
libel and tells ev story in court. Her story 
not only gives the lie to Kay’s story, but 
buries Kay’s reputation in piles of mud. When 
Taina is through, Gene Kelly tells his story 
which, though it mildly threatens his marriage 


to Mitzi, whitewashes Kay and Taina. Y: 
never know which story is true, and I su 
pose that’s the whole point of this very cynic 
spoof, but you do get plenty of laughs. Ea 
one of these very talented people is given }} 
head, and uses it to turn in hilarious and sci 
tillating performances—CINEMAScorE, MG] 


THE TIN STAR Tony Perki 
Henry Fon 

Betsy Palm 

excellent Western Michel R 


Neville Bra 


™" This Western has _ everything—includi 
Tony Perkins. He’s just been made sheriff 
a town because nobody else wanted the jc 
Well, Neville Brand wanted it, but if th 
bully got it, nobody else would be safe. 

there’s Tony, stuck to a tin star, with abs 
lutely no knowledge of how to face up 
Neville Brand or even of how to shoot fir 
Also, his girl, Mary Webster, won’t have an 
thing to do with him anymore—she war 
to be a wife, not a widow. Into this rid 
stranger Henry Fonda, carting a dead crin 
nal for the reward money. Everybody thin 
Henry’s just a bloodthirsty bounty hunt 
and they turn their backs on him. Exce 
Betsy Palmer. Betsy knows what it’s like 
be snubbed be- (Continued on page 


—her sins. 


“Look, | watched 
__ you tonight. 
E You couldn't 
take your eyes 
off me. — 
That’s why : 
~ {’m here.” 


HOW 
COULD 
THIS 
HAPPEN 
TOA 
GIRL LIKE 
HELEN 
MORGAN? 


Helen Morgan sat on a piano-and no star ever climbed higher. 
Helen Morgan fell in love—and no woman ever fell lower... ! 


Her real story - from real life—the story no one has told before! 
* There was only one Helen Morgan -there’s the 
only 


| Ene PHONCAN 
Morgan 
Story, 


WERNER’ eros, sme ANN BLYTH: PAUL NEWMAN. RicHARD CARLSON 


"ALSO ST Written b ——— 
GENE EVANS - ALAN KING = CARA WILLIAMS - OSCAR SAUL, .DEAN RIESNER, STEPHEN LONGSTREET, NELSON GIDDING 
- Musical Numbers Staged by LeROY PRINZ - Produced by MARTIN RACKIN - Directed by MICHAEL CURTIZ 
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* Baby’s 
Safest 
Sleeping 
ee 


Mrs. Patrick Nerney, the lovely 


Jane Powell, gets her beautiful 
daughter, Lindsey Averill, ready for 


dreams. Jane Powell is now appear- 
ing in “The Girl Most Likely.’ 
Gown and Peignoir by Vanity Fair 


Bune 


Will keep your baby snug 
and warm yet free to move about 
unhampered. Available in five 
tested fabrics in a variety of 
prints and patterns. 

Four models (the Layette, 
regular, grow and Toddler with 
legs and detachable boots) will 
carefully care for your baby 
from birth through age 6. 

At better stores fom $2.95 
up. Write for name of store 
nearest you. 


coon Oy oS > 
$” Guaranteed by 
Good rebate 


SS 
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TRUNDLE BUNDLE PRODUCTS CO 
DULUTH 2, MINNESOTA 


BY MORE THAN A 
MILLION. MOTHERS 


APPROVED... 


* OPERATION MADBALL 


cause her now-dead husband was an Indian, 
and that didn’t hold very well with anyone. 
Fonda informs Perkins that he, too, was once 
a sheriff, and advises him to quit while he’s 
still got a head. But Perkins has a headful 
of pride and asks Fonda to teach him things. 
The lessons come in handy when Neville 
Brand rounds up a mob to hunt a couple of 
fellows who robbed a stagecoach and then 
killed lovable old doctor John McIntyre be- 
cause he knew too much. Don’t be a fool, 
Fonda tells Perkins, you've got to kill those 
fellows before they kill you. Fonda then pro- 
ceeds to bring those fellows back alive. There’s 
plenty of action and, in a pleasantly indirect 
way, plenty of comment on what it takes to 
be a man.—VISTAVISION, PARAMOUNT. 


OPERATION MADBALL 
fun in the U. S. Army 


Jack Lemmon 
Kathryn Grant 
Ernie Kovacs 
Arthur O’Connell 
Mickey Rooney 
= Get ready for a mad, funny movie which 
would take me an hour to explain. The whole 
thing happens because Private Jack Lemmon 
has fallen for dietician Kathryn Grant— 
they’re both on duty in an Army hospital in 
Normandy, 1955. Captain Ernie Kovacs is 
also sweet on Kathryn so he does everything 
in his power to destroy Lemmon. First thing 
he does is put him in charge of the morgue. 
Lemmon does everything in his power to 
drive Kovacs insane. When one of Lemmon’s 
buddies discovers he’s to be shipped to the 
Pacific, and thus separated from his girl, a 
WAC, Lemmon arranges a rendezvous for them 
at an inn. The idea grows diabolically. Pretty 
soon, every soldier in the area is looking for- 
ward to a real, mad ball. But before that 
event takes place, there are such things as 
Lemmon’s faking an u!lcer—he has a General’s 


X-ray to prove it—to keep Kathryn near him 
a corpse is missing from the morgue—and i 
shortly replaced by a healthy German pris 
oner; the company’s Colonel plans a party) 
on the very night of the mad ball and Micke 
Rooney is called on to do some fast and shifty 
paperwork to upset that plan, and Kovac: 
finds himself arrested by MP’s because hx 
seems to be leading an escape of POW’s by 
ambulance caravan. Go see !—CoLuMBIA. 


TIP ON A DEAD JOCKEY 
Dorothy Malon: 
Robert Taylo 
Gia Scal: 
Jack Lor: 
Martin Gabe 


| 


sophisticated drama 


| 
™" Dorothy Malone is a very nice girl, so wh} 
should her husband (Robert Taylor) want t 
divorce her? He was hardly even married t« 
her before he went into the Air Force. Doro 
thy goes to Italy—where Robert is leadin; 
an unhappy hand-to-mouth existence—to finc 
out. He has three good friends—Marcel Dalio 
Gia Scala and her husband, Jack Lord, wh« 
was his buddy in the Air Force. Now he find 
a third friend, Martin Gabel, a sinister littl 
man who offers him a lot of money to fly « 
plane through a couple of countries—it’s onl: 
a little illegal, he tells Bob. The cargo is mone. 
that rightfully belongs to a friend of mine} 
Bob, it turns out, is scared to death of flying 
Besides, he just got a tip on a jockey and de 
cides to make money betting. Silly man. Tha 
jockey never makes it to the finish line, duc 
to fatal, foul play. Even so, Bob won’t fly 
He lets Jack Lord go, knowing full well tha | 
Jack can get into trouble, and leave a widov 
and an orphan behind. This man has no sensi 
of responsibility at all—but Dorothy and Giz 
knock some into him. It’s well-paced——Cine 
MaScopr, MGM. (Continued on page 24 


Dont burn. the beauty 
out of your hair | 
with drying 
alcohol sprays | 


: New! The only spray-set with no alcohol 
i -huilds heauty as tt cats! 
Such silky. soft curls! Never dry-looking. : 
Such shiny. springy curls! Never stiff, sticky or flaky. 
Rea 22 a ab ne either. Yet a e it et and to 
Beauty C Seis bea ds bea And eve e yo a mn 
ds beauty! And ut a you can see an added glow. That's be 


Bests Cul SPRAYS IN BEAUTY AS IT SETS AND HOLDS Yt OUR CURLS. 


-PAULETTE GODDARD 
takes a ribbing 


m@ Some years ago, Paulette Goddard and 

Burgess Meredith—Mr. and Mrs. Meredith, | 
| that is—bought a lot at Trancas Beach 
north of Malibu. It was next door to the 
| home of Paulette’s good friend, Merle 
| Oberon. Paulette, leaving for England, 
| alone, jokingly told her husband that she 
hoped the house would be built and the 
landscaping completed by the time she 
returned in four weeks. 

As soon as Paulette stepped off the 
plane in Hollywood, Merle invited her and 
Burgess to spend the week end at her 
beach house. When they got there it was 
already dark. Merle, in a mischievous 
| mood. suddenly asked Burgess, “Did you 
| tell Sugar what happened to your lot?” 
| Taking the cue, he replied, “Why did 
| you mention that, Merle? I didn’t want to 
spoil her first evening at home.” 

“What happened?” asked Paulette anx- 
iously. “For heaven’s sake, tell me!” 

“Well, you said you wanted me to start 
building, so I hired a contractor to level 
off the property. I’m sorry, but they bull- 
dozed most of the lot into the sea.” 
| “They did what?” shrieked Paulette. 
| “It looks like the top of Vesuvius,” said 
| Merle with a straight face. 
| “Oh, we'll be able to build there—just 

wont be able to swim. Of course,’ Burgess 
| said, “not a real house—maybe a quonset 
| or something that won't rot from seepage.” 
| Paulette was hopping mad. “It’s just 
the sort of thing you'd do.” she accused 
her husband. “What contractor would do 
such a stupid thing anyway?” 

“The Murphy Brothers,” Burgess told 
her. “Anyway,” he added consolingly, “at 
least we won’t be bothered by trespassers 
coming to fish any more—not with so much 
dirt pushed in by the rocks.” 

Paulette couldn’t look at the damage to 
her property since it was pitch dark, 
= = | ‘ : : 5 
Hair with the but early next morning she noticed two 

men on the nearby lot. “Look.” she cried, 
| “there are those miserable, mangy Murphy 


Brothers. ’m going to tell them exactly 
fresh you ng HALO look what I think of them!” 


Of course, as soon as she stepped out on 


ett eeeenetecetin i 


es Aa 


ign onairbadatate, 


Merle’s patio, Paulette saw that their lot 


is softer, brighter had not been bulldozed into the sea, after 


all. She was so relieved that she forgave 
the rib and laughed along with the others. 


: : But next day she turned the tables on 
: bd her husband. Two characters marched out- 

| side his dressing room at the studio. They 

| carried signs, reading: Burcess Mere- 

pitH Unrair To THE MurpHy Broruers. 


Burgess Meredith is currently in U-I’s 
Joe BUTTERFLY. 


—for no other shampoo offers Halo’s 
unique cleansing ingredient, so effec- 

tive yet so mild. And there are no 
unnecessary ingredients in Halo. No 
greasy oils or creamy substances to 
interfere with cleaning action, no 

soap to leave dirt-catching film. Halo, = 
even in hardest water, leaves your 

hair softer, brighter, whistle clean. 


For the first time ever! 
Samsonite Train Case ale 


Now, for a limited time only, save on Samsonite’s pre- 
Xmas special! Streamlite Train Case features “Travel- 
Tested” seuff-proof finish, cleans with damp cloth. Ultra- 


lite Beauty Case is made with fabulous, light magnesium! 
Both are wonderful to give or get. Start a set of Samsonite 


now. See your Samsonite Luggage Dealer today! 
STREAMLITE COLORS: Colorado Brown, ; ULTRALITE COLORS: Red-White, Vapor 


i Saddle Tan, Hawaiian Blue, BermudaGreen, White, Sea Blue, Blue-White, Palomino, 
Rawhide finish, London Grey, Admiral Blue. Sale starts Oct. 21st eee ends Nov. 16th Airline Grey, Grey-Jet Grey, Sea Green. 
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Shwayder Bros., Inc., Luggage Div., Denver 17, Colo, Makers of Samsonite Tables & Chairs. Prices subject to existing taxes, In Canada through Samsonite of Canada, Ltd. Prices slightly (fehev. 
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“HELP— 
gotta bail my wife 
out of hock!’ 


@ Come October, the Jerry Lewises will 
have a new baby—their fourth. And prob- 
ably Jerry will remember again the first | 
time an heir came to them. Because Jerry 7 
almost went crazy raising the money 10 
bail his wife out of the hospital! 

Of course. no hospital would keep a 
woman prisoner until her husband could 
pay the doctor. But Jerry. in his van 
didn’t stop to think of that! He knew the™ 
bill for Patti’s stay in the New York) 
hospital was $120—and not only didnt 
Jerry have $120. he was badly in debt! 

Twelve years ago. when Gary was born.) 
the Lewises lived in a tiny, cheap, one-| 
room apartment in Newark. New Jersey. 
and penny-counting was the rule. When he 
worked, he made good money—but there 
just wasn’t enough work for a comedian 
who hadn’t quite hit the big time. 


. 
Washed Veena | S022 rend etal Loves noe op 


a bb z T job in a night club in Baltimore. They. 
with another curl-kee in were so badly in debt Jerry had to ask for 
his entire salary in advance. to pay of 

: the creditors who were hounding him. Nat | 

leadin N EW urally this was the moment Gary decidec 

to become a full-fledged Lewis. Jerry was 


in Baltimore and his mother called him 


h | WO 0 D B U RY | to report that Patti had entered a hospita 
S ampoo P : in New York. At four a.m. Jerry finishec 
his show and caught the next train to Ne 

York. The next afternoon Gary was born 

: Patti, in the hospital for five days anc. 

Unretouched photo of Jan Rylander, St. James, L. I. (See her pretty face below. ) the tab would be $120. Jerry figured he? 
had to raise $120 to get his wife and son 

Back he went to Baltimore to finish ou’ 
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GOOD HOUSEKEEPING MAGAZINE the last two days of his engagement. He 
proved in its famous testing laboratory: | | couldn’t ask his employer for money—h 
New Woodbury Shampoo holds curl | already had his entire salary in advance 
better, keeps set longer! Example ———- —, He scraped up enough money to gi 
shown above: Left side of Jan’s a home to Newark, New Jersey—he'd rais\ 


it there. from one of the neighbors. Bu. 


hair, washed with her usual EE 5 
maybe his desperate hand-to-mouth livins 


shampoo, got limp, stragegly. 


. é ; was too well known: none of his neigh 
aie washed with ] new bors wanted to lend him the money! 
NAOT ODT ES TEES ORUUT AMEN, WOOdRURY He had just enough money to get to Ney 


beautifully manageable. York: he’d appeal to his friends. j. 
“Fellows.” he said, “this is it. I don’) 
even have enough money to hop a subwa’ 


; nae 7 to the hospital, let alone bail Patti out 
Good Housekeeping Mag ’s laborator : : hese 
: Dit Mutya s ele iaey, ‘ I can’t leave her there. You've got to hel| 


New Woodbury with its curl-keeping ingredient holds _ me! I’ve got to get her out of the hospital! ’; 
waves best! Protects hair from drying out — leaves we : Three of his friends came through. | 
it shiny-clean, without dull soap film! Costs less ; Things will be a lot different when thei 
than other brands — a generous bottle is only 39¢. fourth baby is born, but Jerry will neve} 
If it isn’t the finest you ever tried, we'll return forget what he went through—to bail hi 
your money! Fair enough? wife and first child out of hock... . 


Leading shampoos were tested this way on 
hundreds of women. Results were checked by 


Jerry’s in Paramount's THE DELICAT 


WOODBURY HOLDS CURL BETTER, KEEPS SET LONGER DELINQUENT and THE Sap SACK. 


NOVEMBER 
BIRTHDAYS 


§ If your birthday falls in November, 


yu’re sharing it with: 


Sovember i—Jess Richards 
i Betsy Palmer 


H 


November 4—Gig Young 

Cameron Mitchell 

ovember 5—Joel McCrea 

F Vivien Leigh 

Roy Rogers 

Richard Davalos 
ovember 7—Dean Jagger 
‘ovember 8—Katharine Hepburn 


‘ovember 9—Hedy Lamarr 
‘ovember 10—Richard Burton 
‘ovember 11—Robert Ryan 
f Pat O’Brien 
“ovember 12—Kim Hunter 
Grace Kelly 
‘ovember 13—Linda Christian 
“ovember 14—Veronica Lake 
Brian Keith 
“ovember 15—Lloyd Bridges 
John Kerr 
‘ovember 17—Rock Hudson 
‘ovember 19—Clifton Webb 
Tovember 20—Evelyn Keyes 
Jovember 21—Vivian Blaine 
Ralph Meeker 
Jovember 23—Boris Karloff 
Jovember 24—Howard Duff 
Jovember 25—Jeffrey Hunter 
Ricardo Montalban 
2s—Gloria Grahame 


<¥ ovember 


Dick Powell 
November 14 


Surt Lancaster 


Vovember 2 


Virginia Mayo 
Wovember 30 


‘Gene Tierney 


November 20 


Your birthstone is a topaz. 

Your flower is a chrysanthemum. 

Tf you want to send your favorite 
Stars a birthday card, write to them in 
care oi their studio. If you’re not cer- 
tain which studio they are with, write 
the stars c/o ScrEEN Actors GUILD, 
7046 Hollywood Blvd.. Hollywood, 
California. 


ELEANORE KING, 


Beauty Adviser to 83,000 Women, 
invites you to accept this 


yr ed 


pedesy 


i deel 


tae 29 & 


my 


PERT? 


Can You Pass This Test? 


Your Should 
Answer: 


Be: 
Do you receive a compliment 
every day? fe] 


Are you afraid to meet new 
people? 


ELEANORE KING’S 


“GUIDE TO GLAMOUR 


— Trial Invitation 


“Please accept, with my compliments, a copy of ‘Guide 
to Glamor.’ Start using its up-to-date glamor tech- 
niques for 10 days FREE. See how you become more 
attractive, more desirable, with these easy-to-follow 
directions. Just fill in coupon and mail. 


jo Tore cee 
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Now, without spending long hours in tedious exercises, 
you can acquire a glowing complexion, lovely curves, 
a slimmer figure, more radiant hair, attractive legs 
and ankles—plus a personal charm and self-confidence 
that will carry you through every social situation. 


Tested Short-Cuts to a More Appealing YOU! 


Eleanore King makes no extravagant claims of chang- 
ing you into a goddess overnight. Instead she gives you 
scores of the concrete, practical techniques she has 
used so successfully in her own classes, to teach over 
83,000 women of all ages the secrets of attractiveness. 


The wonderful methods you get in GUIDE TO 
GLAMOR are so easy to master! While doing house- 
work, shopping, or chatting with friends—or while in 
the office on the job—you’ll find yourself absorbing 
these marvelous short-cuts to a more appealing YOU. 
They will become a living part of your personality 
almost before you realize it. 


Just a Few of the: Benefits You Gain: 


Does your date ever take 
you for granted? 


Are you self-conscious when 
passing a crowd? 


Are you at ease in open- 
ing a conversation with a 
stranger? 


Do you find it difficult to be 
the gracious hostess? 


Do you make a good first 
impression? 


Are you frequently invited 
out to dinner? 


Do you get a peck instead 
of a kiss? 


Do you feel your true self 
really gets across to others? 


ea) fea] ||) a) ea] 
HARK AnAee 


If your score is not what it should be— 
then Eleanore King can guide you to 
greater personal happiness. She can 
show you how to emphasize your indi- 
vidual appeal, how to obtain a lovelier 
complexion, how to maintain a slim, 
youthful figure, how to cultivate your 
voice and conversation, and dozens of 
other pointers that can change your 
whole outlook on living. Send coupon 
below for your free-trial copy of ‘‘Guide 


Your Face 

How to have a clear silky com- 
plexion. 

What to do for crow's feet and 
wrinkles. 


How to get rid of unsightly 
blotches and pimples. 

How to prevent and eliminate 
large pores. 

What to do when your face 
breaks out. 


Your Figure 


How to slim down unattractive 
bulges. 

How to give yourself a youthful 
and buoyant bust line. 

How to gain weight and fill out 
your figure. 

How to slenderize your bust. 
waist, hips, thighs. 


Your Walk 


How to get a graceful rhythm in 
your walk. 
How not to wiggle. 


Your Legs 


How to slenderize your legs. 

What to do for thin legs. 

What to do for bow legs. 

How to eliminate unsightly mus- 
cle bulge. 


Your Posture 


How to achieve an appealing 
“*vouth line.’’ 

How to streamline your figure 
through posture. 

How to get upper body control. 

How to get lower body control. 

what ne do with your hands and 
eet. 


Your Hair 


Finding the hair style that flat- 
ters your type. 

How to get a soft sheen in your 
hair. 


Your Clothes 


What to wear to look taller or 
shorter. 

How to disguise large hips. 

What colors make you More en- 
ticing. 

Practical tips on planning your 
wardrobe. 

How to avoid overdressing. 


Your Conversation 


How to overcome shyness: 

How to be a gracious hostess. 

How to fit into any gathering 
with ease. 

Things to avoid in conversation. 

owe to make pleasant small 
talk. 


Nothing Else To Buy 


to Glamor,’" today. 


READ WHAT OTHERS SAY: 


Very compact and helpful; ONE book with all 
helps which I can understand. 
Ruth Martin, Judson College, Marion, 


it is an excellent and practical guide for 


the average woman who wishes to beautify 
herself, by herself, at home. Rpaes 
Charlotte Ward, Franklin, N. Y. 


One of the most interesting books | have 
ever had the pleasure of reading. So thor- 
ough, it covers all phases of beauty cul- 
ture, plus details so important to a per- 

son’s health. It’s GRAND. 
Mildred Ingle, 219 N. E. 5lst Street, 
Miami, Florida 


One of the very best, most practical, and 
most complete books on charm I have ever 
read. 

Doris Deming 

Hastings, Michigan 


Isn't a Free Trial Unusual 
on a Beauty Book? 


Yes. But this is an unusual book. We're so 
Positive that it will guide you to new 
glamor; and reveal the **how-to’’ of attrac- 
tiveness, charm, and allure. that we’re 
sending out thousands of copies on a 10- 
day FREE examination basis. So. to be 
sure of yours. mail coupon now. 


Ala. 


No cosmetics, no appliances, no additional material of any 
kind—everything you need to become more charming and 
desirable is contained in this big 812” x 11” book, with its 
dozens of ‘‘how-to-do-it’’ illustrations. And—best of all—you 
can test Eleanore King’s tried-and-proven methods in the 
privacy of your own home—without a penny of cost. 


By mailing the coupon below you can examine GUIDE TO 
GLAMOR for 10 full days, free, without any obligation to buy. 
If for any reason you don’t want to keep the book—simply send 
it back and pay nothing. Mail the coupon right now for your free 
examination copy! 


= : FREE TRIAL COUPON —Fill in and mail now -=3 


PRENTICE-HALL, INC., Dept. 5533-P1 
Englewood Cliffs, New Jersey 


Please send me Eleanore King’s home course In beauty. poise 
and charm, GUIDE TO GLAMOR. After giving it a sincere trial 
for ten days, if I am not satisfied, I may return the book to you 
and pay nothing. Otherwise I will send only $i.95, plus a few 
pennies for postage and packing, and $1.00 a month until the low 
price of only $4.95 Is paid. 


Century-Fox 
presents 


at your favorite 
motion picture theatre! 


co-starring DOLORES 


MICHAELS 


ARTHUR 


BUI 


theatre manager 
if he’s made his 
Thanksgiving 

date with Pat! 


“Bentonville Fair” 


reson 


PRODUCED BY DIRECTED BY SCREENPLAY BY COLOR by DELUXE 


Stereophonic Sound 


DAVID VWEISBART* HENRY LEVIN: WINSTON MILLER: CINEMASCOPE: 


Bosed on a novel by George Agnew Chomberlain 


%* I never had a nicer party! 


% Modern Screen plays Cupid! 


IN THIS ISSUE 


tra 


tra — a new Romance... 
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hollywood 


% Hugh O’Brian and Nancy S 
* Wedding Bells for Kim? 


modern screen’s 8 


| LOUELLA PARSONS | 


LOUELLA PARSONS 
in hollywood 


Eddie, Debbie, and June and Dick—the Fishers and the Powells, that is—celebrated 
my birthday with me at Jimmy McHugh’s party. And what a lovely celebration! 


I feel like a veal scoop-artist—catching Gary Cooper with a smile! Could it be that 
16 pretty little Martha Hyer finally managed to tickle Coop’s funny-bone with a joke? 


louella parsons’ 


I went to the 
most marvelous 
party—but 
perhaps I’m 
prejudiced .. . 
because it 

was for me! 


I NEVER HAD A NICER PARTY 
in my whole life than the wonderful birthday | 
party Jimmy McHugh gave me in the beauti | 
ful gardens of his Beverly Hills home. And Ff 
how could I miss with Eddie Fisher,’ 
Tommy Sands and Pat Boone all sing | 
ing Happy Birthday to me? I’d just aboul) 
made up my mind I wasn't going to celebrate | 
any more birthdays—in public anyway—) 
when this lovely party came along. i 

The summer afternoon and evening were i 
perfect: white umbrellas dotted the lawn; the a 
flowers were blooming their bloomingest, and } 
the music ranged from Scotch bagpipes to! 
calypso! q 

Among the first quests to arrive were Maria, i 
Rocky and Gary Cooper—Gary a picture . 
of sartorial splender in pale yellow shirt,| 
yellow tie and slacks and a gray sports 
jacket. They brought me a large bottle of 
perfume from Europe which had not yet been i 
released for this country. “An exclusive,” 
Rocky laughingly told me. I got a big kick | 
out of the fact that Maria had made my birth- |. 
day card herself, and stunning it was, printed | 
in silver lettering with the name of my paper..| 
Tue Los ANGELES EXAMINER, across the top:) 
like a headline. | 

I hardly knew Shirley Jones when she 
first walked in with her bridegroom Jack 
Cassidy. In a slim and sophisticated dark! 
sheath, with her hair cut in a most chic man- 
ner, she looked nothing like the candy-box 
type beauty she was in Oklahoma! Someone 
remarked how much she looks like Eleanor 
Parker—acnd that ain't bad lookin’. 

It seemed to me my little friend Debbie 
Reynolds was very quiet and she stuck 
close to Eddie's side. Debbie’s dress was light- 
weight brown wool with a plaid collar. But 
Eddie was very exuberant, and he was the 
one who organized the Happy Birthday sing- 


a 


y 


mg in my honor—so very thoughtful of him. 

I got a kick listening in on Pat Boone 
alking about the thoroughbred race horse he 
ought in Kentucky while on location for 
spring Love. If Pat had another Swaps on his 
E.ands, he couldn't be more excited. Shirley 
Fcughingly told me, “He thinks he’s going to 
“vin all the $100,000 races with his horse.” 

Carolyn Jones, who was so striking as 
tthe femme fatale in Bachelor Party, is equally 
+ tartling looking off screen, with her sharply 
‘lipped black hair. Her cocktail dress was a 
slack and white striped linen. 

Susan Oliver, whom I recently nomi- 
rated for stardom in this depariment, came 
frit perennially popular bachelor Richard 
7 Sully. A few days later, pretty blonde Susan 
Lvs the victim of a practical joker who re- 
sorted to the newspapers that Susan had 
‘narried New York actor Richard Bermudez 
n Las Vegas. Her studio, WARNER'S, were 
slenty upset about their fair-haired doll get- 
ing married without notifying them, before 
‘Susan revealed the hoax by saying ‘l’ve 
Paeyer been in Las Vegas and I've never met 
the man.” 

So many good friends, literally hundreds of 
them, dropped by to add luster to this perfect 
ay in my lite—Zsa Zsa Gabor, bubbling 
ike champagne: Irene Dunne, who had 
ust been honored by an appointment to the 
=| United Nations by President Eisenhower: 
“Doris Day and Marty Melcher, Lucille and 

"Gene Markey, the Buddy Adlers and the 

Mervyn Le Roys, Barbara Stanwyck and 

Cesar Romero, Nancy Sinatra and Hugh 

O’Brian, Natalie Wood and Bob Wag- 
“ner, the Nat “‘King’’ Coles, Molly Bee 
=\ ith Tommy Sands, Rosemary and Bob 

Stack, Gracie Allen and George Burns 

*qll made me happy by coming to Jimmy’s 
iMovely party. 


sy Jones and handsome hi 
le the hors d’oe 
her ire, SO 


RIGHT Tab Hunter and Molly Bee a ner 
item? Not on your life! y Sands is 
who theyre talki 1 
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Mariy Melcher li 
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LOUELLA PARSONS in hollywood continued 
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“I've never been in love before,” Bob 
Wagener told me as serious as an owl. “I've 
never felt about any girl the way I do about 
Natalie. I was miserable away from her 
all the time I was making Stopover Tokyo 
in Japan.” 

I claim that’s quite an admission from pop- 
ular Mr. Wagner who, until Natalie Wood, 
had played the field high, wide and hand- 
some. He dated many pretty girls. But, by 
his own admission, they meant nothing more 
than charming friends. 

“Do you know,” he mused, “that big party 
given in your honor by Mopern Screen— 
after the magazine awards had been pre- 
sented on Ed Sullivan’s tv show last year— 
well, that party will always stay in my 
memory because I met Natalie there. 

“I forget who she was with, but I came 
alone. I hung around her until someone finally 
introduced us. I remember I asked her to 
lunch with me the next day because I couldn't 
wait. Was I surprised when she accepted! 


z=__"l"_"_ A TTA HEHOOHOHANNKATTHHOHONMNHAAAAAAAMIMNAEOMAAEAAAAINMNNTYSNAAMAIAUNINAMAAMAAAAMAMONAaNaeNe! 


MODERN SCREEN PLAYS CUPID: 


“No, we haven't gone steady since then. 
Natalie dated Nicky Hilton and I took out 
several other girls. 

“I think it took that trip to Tokyo and the 
long separation from her to make me realize 
just what my true feelings are.” 

In fact, Robert is so much in love that he 
offered to make the sacrifice supreme to an 
actor and take the second male lead in Mar- 
jorie Morningstar just to be near the lady of 
his heart! But his home studio, 20TH CENTURY- 
Fox, said a loud Nay! Be that as it may, it 
didn't keep Bob from accompanying Natalie 
East when she left via train for the New York 
locations. 

Whether this romance will lead to marriage, 
I really don't know. Natalie is a very ambi- 
tious girl and also she is very young. Here- 
tofore, she has been very fickle as well. 

But there’s no doubt of the way Bob feels 
about her, even though they continue to quar- 
rel and make up and make up and quarrel 
like all young romancers do. 


= 3 Mg 


a hides a cima 


VEDDING BELLS 


ive when she called me from 
e day she returned from Europe. She hadnt 
lked one minute before I realized she has 
big crush on Mario Bandini, the handsome 
xan who first caught her eye on a previous 
p to Europe. 

Just how serious this romance is I don’t 
1ow, although my friend Kim even weni so 
r as to say. “I don’t know how we can work 
it the marriage problem of Mario's work 
-eping him in Tialy and mine keeping me 


cat he wanted io clear up iwo 

is not a count, as American 
m. Secondly, “I don’t kno 
Svak is in love with me or 
rve sounded abrupi, but like : 
2 handsome Mario may res 
privacy” by the press. 


th 


stween Mac and 
mporarily. I rather 
yaually through wiih Mac when her ro 
ith Frank Sinatra was ai it 
hen it cooled, she was righi back w 
While she was in Europe, I 


xly told me about her “plight” 
patch of poison ivy while exploring some 
Cc tums near the country esiaie of Mario 


ter, “And ft look a mess.” 
From Paris, she wroie enthusi 


vi 


1 the sights she was seeing and 
ends who were visitng her in the very 
hea 


yank apartment COLUMBIA 
nted for her siay. 
‘The apariment is two stories with a cuie 
tle elevator, but it didn’t seem so cute when 
got stuck im it! For a moment I was really 
@ panic because the direciions for an 
pergency were wiitien in French. I 
ared, I went absolutely blank on what litt 
ench I con read. So I just siarted p 
] the buttons, and soon help came!” 
Amusingly enough, this brought back memo- 
of when I was stuck im on elevator in 
THS on a visit to France many years ago. 
many Ward was hostessing a parity in my 
ner and was becoming very annoyed be- 
tuse I was quite late. 
What Fanny didn’t know—uniil I 
ied—-~was that I was stuck for over thirty 
inutes in the elevator of her building 


BOVE Kim Novak tsa kiss jrom her 
2ung nephew Billy at the airport in home- 
-on Chicago. That's Mr. and Mrs. Novak 
oking on—and looking as ij they just cawit 
ait io hear when Mario Bandini will be 
iting them too! 


IGHT Frank Sinatra wined, dined, and ro- 
anced our Kim noi too long ago—bui I must 
imzt the love-light in her eyes these days— 
st there by Mario—is something like we've 
-uer seen before. li could mean marriaze! 


FOR KIM? 


LOUELLA PARSONS in hollywood continued 


MY PERSONAL OPINIONS: 


Barbara Stanwyck and Cesar Ro- Tab Hunter is a wise boy in saying Sophia Loren proves her sense of hu- 


mero, both with silver gray hair, are the _ that he'll never have another big fight with his mor by getting a big kick out of being called 
best looking mature daters in town... . studio, and remain on suspension so long... . “the Passionate Pizza’. 


Rhonda Fleming always dresses as 
though she just stepped from in front of a 
technicolor camera. She prefers to wear 
dresses of blue the color of her eyes, with 
a trim of gold—the color of her hair. And 
she always looks beautiful. | 


What's the matter? Mike Todd hasn't} 
bought Elizabeth Taylor a new diamond 
in two months! 


Jeffrey Hunter’s fans don‘t mind in 
the least that he married Dusty Bartlett. 
But Tommy Sands’ fans act like they'll) 
commit hara kiri if he gets married. .. . 


There's been no public quarreling between 
Anita Ekberg and Anthony Steele ever 
20 since he went solidly on the wagon... . 


I honestly believe that Hugh O’Brian, 
Wyatt Earp to you, would ask Nancy Sinatra 
to marry him if there weren't so many if's 
between them. 

Hugh told me himself he had never met a 
finer woman than Frank’s ex-wife. He told me 
that she is a wonderfully sympathetic person 
to be around. ’’She is intelligent and so pretty 
and always so interested in what you are 
saying to her instead of thinking about wheth- 
er her lipstick is on straight,’ he said. 

Hugh and Nancy have been acquainted for 
some time. But their friendship began to blos- 
som when he became seriously interested in 
singing—and I can tell you that this boy has 
a fine voice. Wait until you hear his record, 
Hugh O'Brian Sings The Songs of Wyatt Earp! 

He began inviting Nancy to go with him to 
cut his records and she gave him good ad- 
vice. After all, you'll agree that she’s a girl 
who should know something about singing 
and records after twelve years as Mrs. Frank 
Sinatra. 

I understand it is Nancy who has insisted 
on keeping their friendship on just that basis 
—friendship. Despite the fact that she is the 
mother of three, the eldest being seventeen- 
year-old Nancy, Jr.—she is only thirty-six and 
Hugh is thirty-two. Many couples have sur- 
mounted an age difference much greater than 
that. 

But Nancy told Hugh, like the good pal 
she is, ‘You've never been married. My family 
is growing up. You meet some nice young girl 
and start your family from the beginning.” 
A wise woman, this Nancy. 


Shirley MacLaine, the green-eyed honey 
from Pajama Game and other musical hits 
on Broadway, who is coming up fast as a 
non-singing, non-dancing dramatic actress in 
movies. 

Until Natalie Wood was actually handed 
Marjorie Morningstar, Shirley was the hottest 
contender for this prize acting part. 

A top agent told me, ‘She is going to be big 
league whether or not she ever sings another 
note. She’s got what it takes.” 

Surprisingly enough, Missy MacLaine has 
never had a dramatic: lesson in her life. 

Ask her how she came by her natural 
dramatic ability and she says, “I just try 
to capture the mood of the character. I try to 
think as she does, even when I'm away from 
the cameras.” 

This original system has paid off well be- 
cause Shirley is featured in The Matchmaker 
for Don Hartman, which is now in production. 
She’s completed Hot Spell, a stark drama with 
Shirley Booth. She was the engaging heroine 
of Mike Todd’s Around the World in 80 Days, 
and she was properly mysterious in Alfred 
Hitchcock’s thriller The Trouble With Harry. 

Born Shirley Beatty, in Arlington, Virginia, 
she hails from a non-theatrical family. ‘But 
it never occurred to me that there was any 
profession other than acting for me,” she says. 
After two small parts in Broadway musicals 
she was handed her smash role in Pajama 
Game singing Hernando’s Hideway and Steam 
Heat. 

In private life she’s married to Steve Parker 


and has a year-old daughter named Stephanie. 2] 
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I’m on my SOAP BOX... 


. .. to throw a big kiss to Rosanno Brazzi, r 
an Italian, for having the courage to stand up | 
and de-bunk the popular idea that movies j 
made in Italy and other European countries j 
are sheer art and Hollywood’s product is pure- . 
ly commercial. | 

“If, by art, they mean showing just the q 
poverty-stricken side of conditions against 
slum backgrounds with character types who | 
look as though they were on the verge of 
starvation, then I agree the European output 
is artistic,” he snorts. 7 

“But the seamy side of life in my native 
country of today is no more authentic than { 
a series based on Grapes Of Wrath would i 
reflect conditions in the USA of 1957. There | 
have been so many pictures, particularly the 
ones made by Vittorio di Sica, about street : 
urchins and heroines in tatters, that some fans 
I have met have asked me if we have modem 4 
plumbing in Italy!” 

Rosanno, who was just briefly in Hollywood | 
en route to Honolulu for South Pacific—in { 
which he plays the role created by the late 
beloved Ezio Pinza—is really steamed up 4 
on this subject. ‘Why don’t they make some 
movies showing the gorgeous clothes created 
in Italy by the Fontana sisters and many 
other great designers? What is wrong with 
glamor? The world loves it, and beauty and 
luxury are rampant throughout much of Italy 
and Europe. 

“So they laugh at American producers— 
in some quarters—for making films that glorify 
this country. They call them ‘commercial’ and 
unimportant. They are so unimportant that 
they have just made the entire world hope 
and beg to be permitted to come to the USA 
to live—that's all.” 

Well-spoken, my friend. 
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THE LETTER BOX: 


From Albany, Lora, Toni and Nina ask me 
if we've all noticed “The strong resemblance 
between Shirley Jones and Piper Lau- 
rie, Rock Hudson and Race Gentry, 
Valerie Allen and Ava Gardner, 
Tommy Sands and Dewey Martin, 
Tony Perkins and John Cassavetes 
and Pat Boone and Craig Hill?’’ Come 


to think of it, girls, there are some strong. 


look-alikes in there. ... 

“Where do you get that stuff that Inger 
Stevens is Swedish?” asks B. Deering, of 
New York, who signs the letter, “angrily 
yours.” I get ‘that stuff’ straight from her 
biography, which states that Inger was born 
in Stockholm, Sweden... . 

Alicia Adams, Stockton, California, suggests: 
“How about Paul Newman to play the 
title role in the life of John Garfield which 
I understand is to be filmed?’’ Not a bad idea, 
Alicia, not bad at all... . 

“I sneer every time I hear one of the ‘poor’ 
Hollywood producers crying for good talent 
when they let a great artist like Howard 
Keel go a long time between pictures,” writes 
Sandra Friedman, Philadelphia. Howard has 
been doing very well on the nightclub circuit, 


Sandra, and he’s making plenty of moola, so 
don’t worry... . 

Ina Newberg thinks Carolyn Jones is 
the most distinctive of the new actresses, and 
says many friends in Indianapolis agree with 
her after seeing Carolyn in Bachelor Party: 
“She is a young Bette Davis and can be de- 
veloped into as fine an actress as Bette if 
she is given the right parts,” opines Ina. It 
may amuse you to know that Bette Davis 
herself sees aq remarkable likeness between 
them. “I had the feeling I was seeing myself 
twenty years ago when I met Carolyn for 
the first time,” said Bette to me... . 

“You seldom run letters from fans in 
Wyoming’ prods Genevieve Herrera of Lin- 
gle, Wyoming, “so it may surprise you to 
hear that we are just crazy about Elvis 
Presley here and his pictures make lots of 
money at the box office.” Glad to hear about 
Elvis from another part of the country, Gene- 
vieve. ... 

“Miss Ruby Jones, who states that she is 
thirteen years old and hails from New Or- 
leans, has a mind of her own—and how! “I 
really resent your referring to Natalie 
Wood, that fiend for publicity, as the idol 


of the teenagers!” An awful lot of teenager 
think Natalie is just tops, ‘Miss’ Jones, bi 
obviously not you. . . . 


From Houston, Texas, Mary Burton want! 


the world to know: “That handsome Britis- 
star William Travers of Were GeEorpDi 
and BARRETTS OF WIMPOLE STREET is begir 
ning to shine brightly over Texas these day: 
Will you do a story about him and pleas 


your Texas fans, ma’am?” You'll have to speo}, 


to my good friend, editor David Myers, abor 
that, ma’am... . 

“I have a very strong feeling that I ai 
going to marry Elvis Presley,’’ state 
Vivian Carroll, Frankfort, Kentucky. “Pleas 
let me know when he plans to come to Ke: 
tucky so we can meet.” No comment... . 

Kathleen McMasters, Detroit, says: “I woul 


much rather have seen Doris Day theo 


Mitzi Gaynor in that great musical, Sour 
Paciric.’" You haven't seen Mitzi in it ye 
Kathleen. 

That's all for now. See you next month. 
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<< takes to water 
like a duck’’ 


‘Eyen in the rain you look so pretty with 


new Pin-Quick! Weather and water can’t 


“weaken these curls. They’re locked in to last! 


Softer curls! Only new Pin-Quick gives you 
Lano-Clear Lotion, babies your hair with 


| lanolin as it waves in soft, casual curls! 


j More shine than ever before! Only wonder- 
+ ful new Silicone in Pin-Quick can put such 
@ a dancing twinkle in your hair! 


And Pin-Quick’s 5 times faster! The only 
pincurl permanent with a neutralizer...dry 
it safely in minutes with a dryer or in the 
san! eo see es root Pin-Quick now. 


Here’s the only pincurl permanent that gives you 


Weatherproof Curls! 


| You get soft, shiny curls 5 times faster! 
Guaranteed to last longer than any other pincurl wave! 


=i 


RICHARD HUDNUT’S PROMISE! 


New Pin-Quick is guaranteed to last 
longer than any other pincurl perma- 
nent—or your money back. 


$1 75 plus tax 


New Siliconed 


PIN: QUICK 


RICHARD. ‘HUDNUT 


©1957 Lambert-Hudnr Division, Warner-Lambert Pharmaceutical Co. 
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SPECIAL OFFER! 


“TINYKIT” 
Douche Kit 


for just 50¢ 
and front panel 
of “Lysol” carton! 


*“Tinykit’” is really tiny!—You 
can hide it away in your drawer 
or your traveling bag! 


It contains a latex douche bag 
with a scientifically designed 
nozzle — exactly as approved 
by doctors for douching. Plus a 
waterproof case. 

It’s yours — from “Lysol” — 
for just 50¢ and the front panel 
of a “Lysol” carton. 

Send for “Tinykit”! Use cou- 
pon below. Limited time only. 
Use “Lysol”’ regularly in your 
douche. Don’t fool yourself with 
vinegar. 

Vinegar can’t do the job the 
way that “Lysol” does. 


“Lysol”? kills odor-causing 
bacteria on contact. Keeps you 
sweet and clean inside! And, 
it’s mild! Can’t hurt you. Buy it 
today. 


BRAND DISINFECTANT 


A Lehn & Fink Product 


“Tinykit,” P.O. Box 128, Akron 8, Ohio | 


Please send me ‘“Tinykit” in plain wrapper; | 
enclosed is 50¢ and front panel of “Lysol” | 
carton. 


| 

| 

| 

| l 
| Name: | 
| | 
| Address: | 
| l 
| c Citye=a Zone: State: | 
I | 


(Continued from page 8) 


new movies 


TIME LIMIT 


aftermath of Korea 


Richard Basehart 
Dolores Michaels 

Martin Balsam 

June Lockhart 
=" Whatever happened in that prison camp in 
Korea, Major Richard Basehart is going to 
pay for it via a court martial. Branded a 
traitor, he offers no defense. His prison mates 
won’t defend him either, even though they 
once respected him highly. Colonel Richard 
Widmark, who must recommend army action, 
senses that there is more to Basehart’s case 
than meets the eye. Also, Widmark is one of 
the rare people who does not take the word 
justice lightly. A great deal of suspense is 
generated in what one would expect to be a 
talky, static film. It is suspenseful because 
it probes deeply and articulately into the 
souls of several men, and because, in detec- 
tive-story fashion, a specific, harrowing event 
at the camp is uncovered which accounts for 
Basehart’s treachery. In the end, the picture 
asks a question that possibly no one can an- 
swer. If you want food for thought, go see 
this absorbing, excellent film—U.A. 


Victor Mature 
Trevor Howard 
Anita Ekberg 
Bonar Colleano 
Alec Mango 


PICK-UP ALLEY 


where dope comes from 


™" There have been a rash of movies about 
what happens to drug addicts. Here’s an in- 
ternational suspense thriller about how the 
drugs are smuggled into the country. Seems 
that Trevor Howard is behind it all. He is 
a devilishly clever, cruel and highly successful 
operator. The minute the movie opens he 
strangles a government agent, female, who’s 
about to identify him to the authorities. This 
agent is the sister of Victor Mature and Ma- 
ture, also a government man, sees his duty 
and goes at it with a vengeance. A stand-out 
in the long list of scurvy characters who are 
dodging the international police while passing 
heroin from hand to scurvy hand is Anita 
Ekberg. Trevor’s power over her lies in the 
fact that she thinks she killed his partner—she 
only nicked him in the chest in self-defense. 
Mature follows a violence-strewn trail from 
Lisbon to Rome to Athens to New York. The 
characters are not very appetizing, but they 
get what they deserve —CoLUMBIA. 


Ethel Barrymore 
Cecil Kellaway 
Carolyn Jones 
Jessie White 
Stuart Whitman 


JOHNNY TROUBLE 


soap opera in a boys’ dorm 


" Bring your handkerchiefs along to Johnny 
Trouble. Miss Ethel Barrymore knows how 
to make you cry. She’s a widow who’s been 
living in a hotel near a university. Long ago, 
her son attended the university, but was ex- 
pelled. She hasn’t seen him in twenty-seven 
years; neither has she lost faith. Well, the 
university buys the hotel, evicts the tenants 
and turns it into a boys’ dorm. Boys! One of 
them—Stuart Whitman—is a wild, embittered 
ex-Marine who is not exactly wet behind the 
ears. Miss Barrymore refuses to move out. 
Since she is confined to a wheelchair, has the 
charm and authority of a grande dame and 
legally owns the apartment, she has a good 
case. She also has a good friend and chauffeur 
(Cecil Kellaway) who looks after her. That is, 
before all the college boys adopt her. The thing 
is, she’s convinced that Stuart Whitman is her 
grandson. Due to her wise and loving ways 
he not only reforms, but gets married—to 


Richard Widmark _ 


‘ covered him, 


Carolyn Jones, hag¢ 


who, until this point, 
been a wild one herself —WarNERS. 


SLIM CARTER 


an orphan finds a home 


Jock Mahone) 
Julie Adam: 
Tim Hove) 
William Hoppe: 
Joanna Moore 


™ If a child shall lead us, let it be Tim Hovey 
who is one of the cutest kids in Hollywood 
He plays an orphan who has won a contest) 
—first prize. It’s a month’s vacation at the 
luxurious ranch of his movie idol, singing 
cowboy Jock Mahoney. Jock sings all right 
but he’s also woman crazy and hardly th 
paternal type. Publicist Julie Adams dis 
created his public personality 
and now is stuck with it. She sweeps the 
ranch clean of blondes, bullies Jock into act# 
ing like a hero for Tim and stays around to 
protect that little boy’s interests. It turns out 
that Tim doesn’t need much protection. His 
obvious worship of Jock works close to a 
miracle-—CrxemaScopr, U-I. 


THE WOMAN IN A DRESSING GOWN 


middle-class love story 


™ Here is a delightful, beautifully-acted British 
film. It’s about a completely scatter-brained 
housewife (Yvonne Mitchell) whose flat al 
ways looks like a hurricane struck it. She 
doesn’t look much better in her perennial 
dressing gown. But she’s very much in love 


with her bookkeeper husband (Anthony 
Quayle) and devoted to their teen-age son 
(Andrew Ray). They all seem happy, al- 


though it’s touch and go whether they'll get 
a breakfast egg on a plate or in the eye. This 
pleasant squalor has secretly proven too much | 
for Quayle though, and he finds himself in 
love with a young, efficient, tidy secretary | 
(Sylvia Syms). Trouble is, he can’t bring him- | 

{ 

1 


self to tell his wife he wants a divorce. When | 
he finally does bring himself, with the help of | 


Sylvia, there is much revealed about the scope j 
of a man’s dreams, the nature of love and| 
the claim that twenty years of living with | 
someone puts on it—WARNERS. j 

| 


RECOMMENDED FILMS NOW PLAYING | 


THE PRIDE AND THE PASSION (CinemaScope. 
U.A.): The year’s 1840. Napoleon’s troops are 
bringing the Spanish army to heel and, in order 
to run faster, the Spaniards get rid of a forty- 
foot-long cannon by tossing it over a cliff. Frank | 
Sinatra can’t agree with Cary Grant on that. Then } 
there’s Sophia Loren; she’s torn too—between | 
Spain’s destiny and Cary Grant. i 


THE JAMES DEAN STORY (\Varners): Here is 
a portrait of James Dean, the boy who lived ‘‘with 
a great hunger.”’ After his death his fans wouldn’t 
let him go. His childhood is retold, relatives and 
friends are interviewed, and still photographs are 
brought to life. All this is an attempt to explain 
what drove him to become a rebel and an actor. 


a 


NO DOWN PAYMENT (20th-Fox): This is the 
story of four couples, neighbors in a ranch-style 
housing development in California. If it weren’t for 
the good old installment plan, not one of those 
houses would be inhabited. These people not only 
have to meet their payments, but they also have te 
learn how to live with themselves and each other. 
It’s fast-moving, well acted, and explosive. 


BAND OF ANGELS (CinemaScope, Warners): 
Life on the old plantation was fine for Yvonne De 
Carlo until daddy dies and slave trader Ray Teal 
comes to collect Yvonne and put her up for auction. 
Gable plunks down $5,000 for her and treats her 
like a lady. Then comes bloodshed, rebellion, and 
plenty of excitement. 


COLUMBIA PICTURES 


presents 


TECHNICOLOR® 


Screen Play by 


an FSSEX-REORGE SIDNEY erocuction - DOROTHY KINGSLEY ®"pau°iocr”.” Jou OHARA - RICHARD RODGERS - LORENZ HART 
Produced on the stage by GEORGE ABBOTT « Procucea oy FRED) KOHIMAR - 27<creo » GEORGE SIDNEY 


i) 
on 
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A beautiful woman not only looks beau- 
tiful, she feels beautiful. That’s why her 
bra is a Wonder-Bra ... for true comfort, 
definite separation, complete support. 
The wonder-action of the patented* 
diagonal-slash opens as you lift—makes 
anatural adjustment to your body action, 
keeps your bosom within the cup at all 
times. Lift as high as you like—it’s as 
simple as adjusting a slip-strap. Unlike 
ordinary bras, the higher you lift, the 
firmer the separation—with individual 
cup control. The fit? Day-long perfection, 
whether you’re full, medium, small, or 
that in-between-cup size. Wearing a bra 
can be a thrilling experience when it’s a 
Wonder-Bra, the bra that makes you look 
—and feel—beautiful! 


*the lift action of Wonder-Bra has earned a con- 
struction patent from the U.S. Government 


she's 
wearing 


Wonder 


Embroidered cotton in A, B, C and D cup, 
white, black. Also in plain cotton, lace, nylon, 
marquisette and satin, in white, pink, black. 


Wonder-Bras are priced from $1.75 to $10. 
You'll find them at fine stores everywhere, 
or write Wonder-Bra, Dept. MO, 135 Madi- 
son Avenue, New York 16, for name of store 
nearest you in the United States or Canada. 


JAMES MAC ARTHUR 
GETS THE GOOD NEWS) 


@ You'd think his own Mother would know James MacArthur pretty well. inside a 
out. But there was one time when he set her back on her heels! And it was all over} 
couple of reviews... . 

Now actress Helen Hayes—Jimmy’s Mother—is an old trouper, both on stage an 
in front of the cameras, and waiting up for the papers to see what the reviewers ha 
to say is nothing new to her. But this time she was more nervous than she’d ever bee! 
before in her whole life, and the notices wouldn’t even be about her! ay 

But it’s understandable. Because she was waiting for the notices on her son. T/i* 
Young Stranger had just been premiéred that evening, and Jimmy had been the star of i}' 

“Of course the reviews will be good.” she kept muttering to herself. “He was al} 
solutely superb.” But there was a little part of her brain that nagged away with th), 
thought, “You'd think he was absolutely superb if he’d played one of the mummies i); 
a horror film . . . you’re his mother!” | 

Then the other part of her brain said right back, “He was superb!” She was ju 
reaching for the empty cup again, the cup she kept forgetting didn’t have any mor’ 
coffee in it, when the papers arrived. And the reviews were good! h 

She couldn’t wait till morning to telephone Jimmy. and as early as she dared. Hele 
Hayes put through a call to Harvarp where Jimmy was working towards his degree. | 

“Mother?” a sleepy James MacArthur asked into the telephone. f 

“Darling. did you see them? The reports?” Helen asked her son. “Theyre marvelous! | 

“Zoweeeeeee!” his yell almost burst her ear-drum. and there wasn’t a sleepy not 
left. Then there was a moment of silence. And then a puzzled Jimmy asked. “But . . 
how do you know? J don’t even know yet!” 

“The papers, Jimmy,” his proud mother answered, “it’s in the papers! The review 
are in today’s newspapers!” 

“The reviews? Oh,” said a quiet. disappointed, very wnexcited Jimmy with not eve | 
a little zowee in him. “TI thought you were talking about my class marks here at school. | 

And as Helen Hayes, on one end of the phone, glowed while she re-read the flatterin, 
words written about her son’s screen debut—on the other end, a worried James Mac 
Arthur bit off another bit of nail and asked in a worried voice that sounded very muc! 
like a little boy very much in need of comforting words, “Mom... do you think ‘| 
passed?” 

He did pass. With spades. 

“Then,” laughs this still-slightly-surprised Mother, “after he got his grades, Jimm 
got all excited about the reviews!” 


\ 
| 


ae 


James MacArthur’s currently in RKO’s THE Younc Strancer released by U-I, an: 
will soon be in Disney’s Tue Licut In Tue Forest. 7 


8] 
The new 1958 General Electric Filter-Flo® Washer with Wash- 
_to-Order Fabric Keys has a rinse dispenser that can add Sta-Puf to the 
|. final rinse automatically. Now, proper fabric care is easier than ever... 
just press one key to select the right combination of wash and spin 
speeds, wash and rinse water temperatures—there’s no guessing. Then, 
7 set the desired wash time and add Sta-Puf to the dispenser. From there 
f on it’s all automatic, with every operation performed at the right time 
‘to give you clean, bright, soft, and fluffy clothes. 


CMD tepasip 


®’ Makes even inexpensive muslins feel like percales! You'll be 
| astonished at the rich, soft feel that bed linens get from their first 
|| Sra-Pur rinse. And ironing, too, becomes a breeze. (You'll find that 
| much of your flatwork needs no ironing at all!) And wait till you see 
|| your blankets—so smooth, so fluffy, so soft! 


EGE Pap Oe OTe REIT 


“T ike-New” Softness, Fluffiness for All 
Wash-Hardened Clothes, Towels, Linens 


Wonderful for shirts and dresses. Does 
away with ‘sandpaper’ collars and cuffs— 
yet keeps the crisp, starched look you want. 
Another extra... Sta-Puf fluffs up matted 
down woolens... ordinary sweaters feel like 
cashmere! You'll be delighted with the downy 
richness and fleecy texture your favorite 
woolens regain. 


Remember— 


Detergent- washing 
Hardens Clothes— 
® 


Makes Them 
SOFT Again! 


Once you try 
STA-PUF you'll 
never be with- 


Ww MIRACLE 
NE out it! 


giNsE 


10S: RAYONS, NYLONS, woounNs | 
(a2) 


og ott Flufier Washable 


Double-Your-Money-Back Guaran- 
tee! Get Sra-Pur at your grocer’s today. See’ 
how unbelievably soft and fluffy it makes all 
washables, even when dried indoors. Sta-PuF 
is extra-economical . . . costs only pennies a 
wash. Double your money back if not delighted. 
A. E. Staley Mfg. Co., Decatur, Il. 
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Bers 


Doctors’ Scientific Formula 


STARVES PIMPLES 


SKIN-COLORED ... hides pimples while it works 


CLEARASIL is the new-type medication es- 
pecially for pimples. Clinical tests prove it 
really works. And now you can get CLEARASIL 
as a smooth, soothing lotion in handy 
squeeze-bottle! In Tube or Lotion, 
CLEARASIL gives you the medications pre- 
scribed by leading skin specialists . . . works 
in a way no so-called “‘medicated”’ cosmetic 
or skin-cream can! 


How Clearasil Works Fast: 


1. Penetrates pimples . . . ‘kera- 
tolytic’ action softens, dissolves 
affected skin tissue so medica- 
tions can penetrate . . . encour- 
ages quick growth of healthy, 
smooth skin! 


2. Stops bacteria . . . antiseptic 
action stops growth of the bac- 
teria that can cause and spread 
pimples helps prevent 
further pimple outbreaks! 


3. ‘Starves’ pimples . . . oil- 
absorbing action ‘starves’ pim- 
ples . . . dries up and helps 
| remove excess oil that ‘feeds’ 
pimples ... works fast to clear 
up pimples! 


Also, the penetrating medical action you 
get with CLEARASIL softens and loosens 
blackheads so they ‘float’ out with normal 
washing. And CLEARASIL works at the source 
of the blackhead problem by drying up 


excess skin oil which may clog pores. 
Skin-colored CLEARASIL blends with any 
complexion, hides pimples and blackheads 
amazingly while it works! It’s greaseless 
and stainless, pleasant to leave on day and 
night for uninterrupted medication. 


Proved by Skin Specialists . . . Guaran- 
teed! In clinical tests on over 300 patients, 
9 out of every 10 cases of pimples were 
completely cleared up or definitely im- 
proved while using CLEARASIL (either 
Lotion or Tube). It’s guaranteed to work 
for you or money back! Economical. 
long-lasting Lotion squeeze-bottle. only 
$1.25 (no ted. tax) or Tube, 69¢ and 98¢. 
Get CLEARASIL at all drug counters. 


Largest-Selling 
_\ Pimple Medication 


Clearasil | 
Bon 


MEDICATION 
FOR 

PIMPLES and ACNE. 

"amour Cearasii Medicanon 


‘oth, lotion form 
Tinted .-. . Greaseless 


Sees 
ee 
SEE 


LOOT. 


PPO 


In America 


(Including Canada) 


ATOR g TURD 
Ken Sa 
‘S Guaranteed by @ 
Good Housekeeping 
Soo nes 


VAN SEES RED! 
RED SOCKS, THAT IS .. 


@ First thing Van Johnson used to 
after the day’s shooting was over on | 
latest film Action Of The Tiger was to 
to his dressing room and change from t 
grey socks he wore in front of the camer 
to his red ones. the celebrated red ones 
wears off the set. 

“Just why do you wear them?” asked 
curious technician. j 

“When I was an unknown actor.” V. 
explained, “no one talked to me at tho 
formal dinner parties. I sat alone and fi 
miserable, 

“One night I wore a pair of red soc 
because I had nothing else without hol 
Everyone asked me about them. Tho! 
socks started conversation in all dire 
tions! That’s how it began as a conyers. 
tion piece.” 

“But why do you still wear them?” 

Van shrugged. “Who knows?” 
grinned. 

But things changed one day . . . a 
out they went! 

He was sitting in the lounge of | 
hotel, legs crossed and displaying | 
celebrated red socks. 

In came actor Tony Dawson. who'd ju, 
arrived in Spain for his role in the moy | 

Tony sat down, crossed his legs. Ri 
socks! 

“Say.” drawled Van. “red socks are 1 
priority.” 

Dawson just grinned, hitched his tre’ 
sers a little higher and smiled malicious 
at Van. 

Ten minutes later they were joined |) 
another newcomer. actor Sean Connor) 

He sat down. crossed his legs and d | 
played—you guessed it—red socks! 

“Look here.” cried Van, “you people a| 
ruining my gimmick.” 

And the next night. probably for #| 
first time for years, Van was wearing gn 
socks, 

“I never wanted to be a leader © 
fashion,” sighed the new-conservative!- 
Van. ; 


Van is currently in MGM’s Action 
THe TIGER. 


IT’S NOT SO EASY 
/O GET MARRIED!”’ 


A baker was awakened at ten at night 
bake the wedding cake. 
| The wedding ring was purchased in the 
've and ten cent store. 

The street florist on the corner, whose 
jame by strange coincidence was Aphro- 
te, supplied the wedding bouquet. 


And the couple were married at one | 


clock in the morning. 

+ With all this chaotic preparation, it 
as “yet the nicest wedding I ever at- 
_nded” in the opinion of Kim Hunter, 
‘age. TV and motion picture star. 

, You see—it was her own wedding. To 
/ obert Emmett, whom Kim met when both 
‘ere playing in Two Blind Mice. 

The reason for the chaos was that they 
}>th wanted an ordained minister to marry 
i 


i) em. 
© “Bob and I wanted a religious cere- 


tony,” said Kim as she sat in the dressing | 


jom of the Wometco THEATRE in Miami, 
Jorida, where she was making personal 
jopearances for her film The Young 
ranger. 
, “The minister we both wanted was Dr. 
jarl Voss,” she went on to explain. “He 
ad been away on a lecture tour and was 
ping away on another. He was only going 
| be in town for several days and since 
‘ob was working in Two On The Aisle we 
*yuldn’t find a time that was convenient 
| both, except that hour before the min- 
Jter’s plane left for Texas.” 
| Kim laughed. “So Bob went off to work 
id the minister went to take a nap so he 
puld be wide awake for our wedding.” 
_ There was a hurried wedding and only 
_ one-night honeymoon, but Kim’s mar- 
}age to Robert Emmett has been a happy 
jae—“There have been all the joys and 
-armth of togetherness.” Despite the fact 
/at the ten-cent wedding ring was ex- 
jianged for a much more expensive one 
vortly after the wedding ceremony, Kim 
ill treasures the one from the five and 
me store. It is kept in a safe place along 
ith the sermon which Dr. Voss preached 
one o'clock in the morning. 


I! Kim’s in U-I’s Tut YouNG STRANGER. 


a | 
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For the most beautiful hair in the world 


4 OUT OF 5 TOP MOVIE STARS USE 
LUSTRE-CREME SHAMPOO! 


JOAN COLLINS uses 
Lustre-Creme Lotion Shampoo 
because it’s a rich liquid 

in mild, mild form! 


She says: “There’s just no shampoo like it for 
me—I love the way it pours on, rich as cream! 
And it leaves my hair so soft and 


shining, I can do ANYTHING lf i : 
with it—even right after We ® : : 


a shampoo!” Ki form cH 
Lotion or Creme— Beir o on0.008 
wae ee ail 


i aces 


just pour it on or cream it on. 
LANOLIN-BLESSED— needs 
no after-rinse! 


Lotion or Cream 


Never dries ...it beautifies 


youll love yourself 


in the mornin oe 


See Suzy Parker in ‘Kiss Them For Me’’ 
—a Jerry Wald Prod. jor 


Oth Century-Fox. 


It does so much for your morale to wake up beautiful—ripe 


color on your lips! With Coty “24°, the lipstick cleanses off 


at night but the color stays on. Your lips are soft, smooth 


1.25 
plus 


tax 
Refills .90 


have that luscious moist-gleam, always bright and glistening. 


Coty “24” won’t cake or splotch or feather. It creams on; 


Fora glamorous 


never dries your lips. And from dawning to yawning, your hair spray, ask for 


PERFUMED CURL-SET 
—rich with true Coty perfumes. 


lips are “alive” with color! Quick, quick...see for yourself. 
© by Coty, Inc., 1957 


Suppose Frank Sinatra 


Was Your Dad. 


@ Say you pick up the hewspaper, or a magazine, and you sit down 
with a Coke for a half hour of relaxation before homework. 
And it hits you. 

Right on the front page, or page three. 

A story about your dad, or your mother. 

A vicious, shocking story that—knowing your dad or your mother 
like you do—you know can’t be true. 

But there’s nothing you can do about it. . . 


That’s what’s been happening to a lot of kids lately, the kids who 
belong to the stars. Kids who see their fathers and their mothers 
every day and know what they’re really like. 


Three of those kids have the last name Sinatra. 


On the next page is an open letter from MODERN SCREEN to those 
three kids—Nancy, Frankie Jr., and Christina. 


Right now, when the air is full of scandal, we think it’s important, 
Nancy, Frankie Jr., and ae that you read this letter about 


your Dad—and never forget it . 


EDITOR 


LETTER 
0 
FRANK 
_ SINATRA’ 
KIDS 


Dear Nancy, Frankie, Jr. and Christina, 


Not too long ago a friend of ours saw you at Disneyland 

with your Pop. It wasn’t.the first time you'd all been there 
together, and our friend had heard some odd reports 
about your other visits. So for an hour or so he tagged 
after you, watching to see if the rumors were true. 

And they were. While you three raced from ride to ride 
to sideshow to popcorn booth, grinning and giggling and 
carrying on as if you weren’t almost all grown-up, having 
a ball for yourselves—your father stalked after you, his 
eyes worried, his forehead creased in an almost nervous 
frown. When he climbed on a fast ride next to Nancy, his 

arm went around her as if he didn’t trust safety-belts 
and good engineering—all alone, he was going to keep her 
safe. When Frankie wanted cotton (Continued on page 75) 
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jlebbie 


feiis 
Louella 
Parsons — 


he 
ruth 


about our marriage 


@ In the simple little white dress she 

wore with a white ribbon holding back 
her hair, she could have passed for sweet 
sixteen. Just back from seven weeks | 
with Eddie in Europe, Debbie Reynolds had 
come to my home at my invitation almost 
as soon as she had unpacked and seen her 
adored little Carrie Frances. 

David Myers, my friend and editor of 
‘MODERN SCREEN had put the bee in my bon- 
net to get Debbie to answer personally an 
open letter I had written to her in my 
GOOD NEWS depart-— (continued on page 89) | 
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= Mama Mineo will get up at about 6:30 on 
Thanksgiving morning. The others will still be 
fast asleep—Pop, Sal, Sarina, Victor, Mike. 

But Mama will be up early so she can get her 
big meal started. After all, there’s the anti- 
pasto to be made—with its slices of salami and 
ham and cucumber and its vinegared peppers 
and olives and anchovy strips. And there’s 

the lasagna—with its three layers of macaroni 
and rich tomato sauce and its two kinds of 
cheese and its hundred tiny meatballs. And, of 
course, there’s the turkey. And with the turkey 
there have got to be fried artichokes, Pop’s 
favorite, and stuffed eggplant, Sal’s favorite, 
and sweet potatoes, everybody’s favorite. And, 
because, as Mama Mineo says, “I don’t like 

the table to look boring,” there will be a platter- 
ful of roast beef or leg of lamb to follow 

the turkey, with “a nice simple lettuce-vinegar- 
and-oil salad on the side to help the digestion.” 
And then finally there’s the dessert—or 
rather, desserts—to be considered: a giant 
bowl of fresh fruit salad “‘with just a 
little bit of Manischewitz 

Jewish wine in it to give it 

that right flavor” and a 

pair of flying saucer-sized 

pies, one blueberry and one 

rum cheese. 

Mama Mineo, alone for the 
next few hours, will putter 
\ around the kitchen of her 
i family’s three-story brick- 

il and-shingle house in the Bronx preparing her 
holiday meal. And, alone, before the others 

get up and come bounding downstairs for a kiss 
and breakfast and then go bounding off to 
church to say their formal prayer to God, she 
too will quietly give her thanks, the private prayer 
of a grateful wife and mother. 

The house will be quiet for those next few 
hours, very quiet. As she works, Mama Mineo 
will repeat her prayer many times. Sometimes 
she will smile as she repeats it, for there are 
funny moments she will remember. Sometimes 
she will not smile, for there are sad moments 
she will remember, too. The others, asleep in their 
beds now, will recall some of these moments 
during dinner, maybe, when they’re all seated 
around the big table and talking about things past. 
But their recollections will probably be short— 
_a flash here, a flash there. The kids and 
Poppa will want to talk more about the present 
and the future—about Christmas coming up 
and who-wants-what and New Year’s Eve and 
who’s-going-where (Continued on page 78) 
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Miracle 


By Ed DeBlasio 


SSS a 


Where do | belong? Harry Belafonte 
sat in the hotel room holding the pictures 
in his hand. Where do | belong? Then 
he stood up and tossed the photos onto | 
a chair. The publicity man had just glibly 
tossed the phrase at him as an idea for ; 
a picture story. Harry walked back to 
the chair and glanced over the pictures 
again, thinking: To Know where a man 
belongs you have to know what he is... 


and a man is many things... I’m a human 
being... 


.anegro...a musician... 
a father...a husband... 


on 


continued on next page > — 


be 
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do | 


here, 


harry belafonte 
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Just where do | belong? continued 


~ Who am |? 


“Who loves me 
and who 
do | love? 


_..my friends 


_my audience 


| belong with my kids 


Most of all, he thought, I belong with my kids. H : 


was remembering that toughest of all days, the da’ 


he’d visited Adrienne and Shari. It had been the firs 7 


time he’d seen them since the divorce. 


Harry had been in the middle of a tour when sud! 


denly he had known he had to see the kids again, righ 
then and there .. . had to be there to answer the ques 


tions that must be popping into their minds. Especial | 


ly Adrienne—Adrienne with that bright, inquisitiv 
smile of hers and those big, understanding eyes. 
To welcome Daddy home, Adrienne gave a miniatur 


tea party in the playroom. She poured for Harry ani 


for Shari, the little one. 

“One or two lumps of sugar, Daddy?” she asked i 
her grown-up way, and then giggled a little. 

“Two, thank you, Honey,” Harry answered gravels 


thinking—maybe she won't ask about the divorce an * 


more ... maybe Marguerite has explained it—wit 
kindness and sympathy, taking the pain out of it. 

Later that afternoon he took Adrienne along wit) 
him to Brooks. At the store she had so much fun say 
ing, “Oh, that’s a pretty jacket, Daddy.” Or, if sh 
didn’t like it, wrinkling her nose and saying, “It’s 
nasty color.”’ Harry was proud of her—and relieved sh 
was so lively and gay. They even danced a rhumba tc 
gether in the fitting room. After that Harry had t 
remove a splinter from her left foot, and got a kiss a 
his medical fee. 

But then, on the way home, it happened. 

They were sitting in the cab when Adrienne said i 

“Daddy,” she said, “I know you and Mommy aren’ 
going to live together any more... she told us. 


but maybe after a while you'll come back again an” 


live with us, huh?” Harry took a deep breath an 


said to himself, Okay, this is it! Don’t pussy-foc 


around and don’t make it easy on yourself by makin 
it vague—do it right, Mr. Belafonte. 

“No, Honey,” Harry said finally, “It can’t be the 
way any more. But we'll be together, often!” 

The little girl nodded solemnly. Then they got ou 
and walked hand-in-hand to the house. As they wer 
going in, Adrienne, who had been deep in thought, suc 
denly turned to Harry and said, “Daddy, I’m just 
kid—not even in my teens yet—but I think I do under 
stand about the loving part. And thanks for trying t 
make it easier for me.” 


Harry grabbed Adrienne and hugged her to hin’ 
blinking back the tears. ‘No, Honey,” he said. “Than 


y? 


you... Thank you! 


.my people 


Where do I belong? With the people who first sam! 
my songs. Harry remembered the hot Florida sun an 
the smell of the grass and the rockpiles baking in th) 
afternoon heat while the air was filled with the stead 
rhythmic beat of the workmen’s sledgehammers. 

After the phony world of Hollywood, it was good t! 


udge along the railroad tracks with the working men, 
tening to them talk, joke... and sing. These people 
2re his roots—they were himself, Harold Belafonte. 
-ace, sometime in the dim past. it had been BelleFon- 
_ine, the trail leading from Africa, to the French pos- 
_ssions—Haiti, Martinique—ending in a year and a 
Jf in Harlem. And then Jamaica. 
But for others, the trail had led here to the Florida 
ramps, the swinging hammer and the laying of rail- 
_ad track, the singing of songs that had come with 
-em along that trail. And it was those songs that 
-arry was after. He’d gone out with the work gang 
at morning, to gather material, snatches of songs 
‘d never heard. New words to old tunes. Familiar 
-2lodies. 
But at first. the men had been hostile to him. Noth- 
€ open—just a coolness that Harry could feel in the 
t of his stomach. A way they glanced at him over 
eir shoulders that showed they knew he might be a 
g man up there in New York or Hollywood, but that 
dn’t mean a thing down here in the swamps. Down 
Te aman was just a man or he was nothing! 
- As the day wore on Harry was depressed. The men 
2ren’t singing much, and what they did sing was 
Jf-hearted. And when he tried to take some pictures 
them, they froze up. Harry felt sick. He thought, 
_we I been away so long that I don’t belong with them 
»y more? The final blow came when he raised his cam- 
a to snap a photo of a workman lifting a railroad tie 
d the man deliberately turned away. This time Harry 
irst eut with, “How about giving a guy a break, fel- 
3? I’m only trying to do my work... like you guys.” 
ie big, burly man who had turned away from Harry’s 
},mera said, “You belong with us? ... Let’s see your 
nds.” All the men let loose a bellow of laughter. 
arry s hands tightened at his sides. Another man 
‘ted his hammer to his shoulder and said quietly, 
ave him alone, Mike. He works with his hands too, 
. his way.” 
But Mike shrugged and turned away. Nearby, the 
jreman called out, “Something wrong with this cross- 
ece. Mike, give me a hand here.” Mike exerted all 
‘ss strength behind a crowbar but he couldn’t budge 
€ cross-piece. 
“How about it, Mr. Belafonte?” Mike called out. 
Want to try it?” There was an expectant murmur as 
-arry stepped forward, stripped off his shirt and 
asped the crowbar. He bent all the strength in his 
| nder body and muscled arms to the task . . . with no 
-ecess. The sweat stood out on his forehead. The men 
| the work gang watched intently. 
Suddenly the piece of steel moved. In an instant 
| ke and another man joined Harry with picks and 
ywhars, and the job was done. Harry put his shirt 
ck on and picked up his camera. His arms were ach- 
/z and he could feel blisters beginning to rise on the 
ims of his hands. But he felt fine as one of the men 
}led out, “Pretty good work, Harry.” They moved 
|ound him now, free and relaxed, and began to sing 
isile they worked. 
} And as he listened to the folk songs he’d traveled 
thousand miles for, Harry Belafonte was grateful. 


...my friends 


... Yes, a man belongs with his people and his kids. 
But also with his work. And Harry’s work was 
music. His kind of music. He remembered the night he 
and his troupe had arrived in town and instead of hit- 
ting the sack they worked almost through the night. 
After countless cigarette butts and discarded tapes 
they added two new songs to the show. one of them a 
song from the Florida swamps. Then, the next morn- 
ing, while they were setting up for a full rehearsal at 
the club, the owner dropped a bombshell. 

“Listen, Harry,” the man said, “you'll be doing a 
couple of the new hit songs, won’t you?” 

Harry stared at him. “No,” he answered, “I’m afraid 
I won’t.” 

“Just a few, Harry,” he said. “I have to think of my 
customers. They don’t go for ‘arty’ songs.” 

“Look, you hired me—Harry Belafonte. And you 
hired the songs I sing too. If you’re worried about the 
risk, I'll take care of that,” he said. “If your business 
drops while I’m here, I'll work for nothing.” 

“Well—” 

“You see,” Harry went on, “I have faith in the people 
who come to hear me sing. To you they’re just custo- 
mers. To me they’re great. Whether they’re sitting 
at a table in a club... or sitting in a dark movie 
theatre... they’re an audience. Don’t sell them short.” 


...my audience 


The opening-night audience was a typical Florida 
resort-town café audience, restless and eager to be 
entertained. By the second song they had settled down 
and were a good deal more than entertained—they were 
gripped. 

Harry didn’t count the number of people at each 
performance, and the owner couldn’t—there were too 
many and he lost track! 

When you sing from the heart and you’re standing 
in front of the people, negro and white, who are there 
because they want to hear what you’ve got to say... 
and what you’ve got to sing... . well. then, if you’re 
like Harry Belafonte, then you’re grateful to God be- 
cause: you know where you belong! And Harry knows, 
most of all— 

That he belongs to himself. 

He belongs to his family—his wife and his children. 

To his people—the people who sing his songs, and 
the people from whom he learned his songs—his 
people... 

And to his friends, too, he belongs—the people who 
believe in him and for whom he’d stick his arm in 
fire—up to here... 

To his audience too, Harry Belafonte belongs—the 
audience that gave him a purpose and a reason for be- 
ing and a wanting to live and work and create... 
and sing! END 


A date with Tommy? 
Well, it usually starts 

on the button—Tommy 
leaning on the door-bell 
button that is. And 

then there might be 

some ventriloqguism and 
making shadows on the walls 
and a couple of laughs... 


Why did he wart months 
before asking me 
for a date ? How did 
I feel when he gave 
me a friendship ring ? 
Why daren’t we think 


of marriage at this tume ? 


m@ I’ve been dating Tommy Sands for 
more than a year, through the bad 
times and the good. When I first met 
Tommy he was a scared young guy 
without a dime, without a job, 
with nothing but a prayer and a 
wonderful voice. 

Today. Tommy’s as hot as a 

firecracker. And do you know what 
this fabulous, overnight success 
has done to him? Made him 
more scared than ever! 

Tommy and I were horseback riding 
along the wooded trails of Griffith 
And when the music gets kootcie— Park the other day when a 
Tommy changes steps, and the mood group of girl riders passed us on the | 

cos he holds me in his arms other side. They looked at us and nearly 
Ripe nenria ie re flipped when they recognized 

- = him. “Hi, Tommy,” they called out. 
@ “Tommy, we think you’re WON-derful!” § 


It doesn’t take too long 

though before he’s at the 

guitar with me dueting 

j on the piano. And the 
next minute—we’re dancing! 


Well, I thought Tommy would 
fall off his horse. He just about 
melted. ‘Look at that, Molly,” he 
said as we slowed our horses 
down to a walk. “A year ago I 
couldn’t even afford to rent this horse. 
Now these kids pass by and know 
who I am. It gets me. I can’t 
believe it.” 
A year ago... I remember so much 
that night at the Hometown Jamboree 
telecast when (Continued on next page) 


Naturally, all that activity, and Tommy worked 
up an appetite—so off we went to the drive-in 
... and out where the green grass grows... 
that’s where the big discussion started— 


tommy 
and 
MO. oe 


| I said ‘Yes.’ Tommy said ‘No, I 
said ‘Please?’ Tommy said ‘Okay! 
We'll go horse-back riding!’ And off 

t we went—but it didn’t take any 
| crystal-ball gazing to know both 
Tommy and the horse would just 

| as soon rest in the shade! 


But I must admit 
he managed to get us 

off those horses pretty 
fast—and back to 

just sitting. But there 
was a reason— cause 
Tommy had something to 
give me, later... 


the dark-haired, slim young man 
with the big, serious brown eyes 
came backstage and asked to see 
Cliffie Stone, the manager. 
Jamboree is a Western style Tv show, 
and I was the featured girl singer. I’d 
been on the show for seven 
years and knew what a good show- 
case this breezy, country clambake 
is for singers. When one 
of the men backstage told the boy 
that Cliffie Stone had left only a few 
minutes earlier, his face dropped 
so low I felt sorry for him. 
As he turned to leave, I made 
quick tracks to his side. 
“Hi,” I said cheerfully. “My 
name’s Molly Bee. You look kind 
of let- (Continued on page 82) 


Something special 

happened. 
Tommy gave 
mea ring. | 
And—just all 

of a sudden— 
there was somethin 
special between! 

us. I guess love 

is the word.. 


July 23, 1957 


Mr. David Myers 
The Editor 
Modern Screen Magazine 


Dear Mr. Myers: 

My favorite movie star is Doris Day. That’s who 
this letter is about. Of course, it’s about me too. 
My name is Sally Mazzella and I’m fifteen 
and I come from Brooklyn. I say come from 
because I’m in San Diego, California, right now 
with my folks and my little brother, Jasper. We’re 
paying a visit to my Father’s sister, Stella. But 
no sense telling you all about them because this letter 
is about Doris Day and me—and about what 
happened to us yesterday, July 22, 1957. 

At seven o’clock yesterday morning my Father put me 
on the bus at the San Diego bus terminal. The bus 
ticket, round trip, and five dollars spending money 
were my birthday present from my folks. It so hap- 
pens my birthday isn’t till next December. But the 
reason I got my present so far in advance was that 
my folks knew I loved Doris Day so much and that 
_ I'd be so happy if I could go up to Hollywood and 
try to see her while we were in California. At first 
my folks said this was ridiculous, that movie 
stars have enough to do without seeing anybody who 
just happens to pop out of the clear blue sky. 
‘Besides, they said, how in the world was I going to 
find her. “It isn’t like this was Brooklyn,” my Mom 
said, “and she lived on the third floor of the apartment 
house on the corner and all you had to do was go 
and ring the doorbell.” But after a lot of begging 
on my part, they agreed to let me go. “But,” said my 
Father, “no matter what happens, you’ve got to be on 
that 5:30 p.m. bus out of Hollywood and back here 
at 8:30 tonight—Doris Day or no Doris Day!” 

I got to Hollywood at exactly 10:30 in the morning. 
The bus driver let me and a few other people out at 
the famous corner of Hollywood Boulevard and Vine 
Street. I saw a lot of people walking and driving 
around, but I certainly didn’t see any movie stars—and 
I certainly didn’t see Doris Day. That’s when I began 
to get a little nervous, when I realized that I didn’t 
have any idea of what I was going to do, where 
I was going to go. There was a policeman standing 
in the middle of the street directing traffic. I] felt 
like going up to him and asking him if he knew where 
Doris Day lived. I thought it over for a minute. 

And then I decided to do just that. 

“Doris Day?” the policeman said, looking at 
me as if I were crazy. He shook his head. 
“No,” he said, “it’s been a long time since I’ve 
been up to her house for a beer.” 

I guess he liked (Continued on page 68) 
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he rehearsed 
he wanted 
to say to 
his parents, 


To himself 
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by Pamela Herbert 


M@ The television set was blaring noisily. That was a break. Johnny Saxon 
peered cautiously around the door of the living room. Mom, Dad, Delores and 
Julie were all watching it. That was a break, too. 

Carmen Orrico—that’s Johnny’s real name—ran nervous fingers through 
his coarse, dark hair. If he could only make it to the door before they’d say 
anything to him. He was glad he had his sneakers on, anyway. i 

Now... just twelve steps along the wall, and then a spring for the front door i 
so that he’d be out and down the stairs before they'd be able to say anything. | 
One, two, three... , | 

“Carmen,” his Father said without turning his head from the TV screen, 
“Where are you going tonight?” 

“Out, Dad,” the boy said sullenly, “just out, that’s all.” 

“Come on, Carmen,” his Mother said sweetly, “don’t talk to your Father | 
that way. If he asks where you’re going, tell him.” | 

Delores and Julie, Johnny’s younger sisters, turned and looked at him with 
quiet sympathy. They knew he was in for it again. 

“Where are you going?” his Father repeated with the full weight of | 
his authority, this time swinging around in his chair to face his son. | 

“You know, Dad,’ Johnny said shiftily. “It’s where I always go. I’m late now, i 
so I’ve got to hurry.’ He started quickly for the front door, trying to | 
escape the grilling he knew was coming. 

“Wait just a minute now,” Mr. Orrico said, rising slowly to his feet. “I’m 
sure the show will go on without you.” His smile mocked Johnny. 

“Oh, not now, Dad,” Johnny complained, “not now.” | 

“Tf you want to be an actor,” Mr. Orrico said icily, ‘“‘you’ve got to learn H 
to do things when other people want you to.” : 

For several moments the two of them, father and son—glared at each other. 
Each was strong-willed and stood his ground, pitted against the other in silence. 

} 


Scares eee 


Mrs. Orrico and her two daughters stirred uncomfortably. 
“Tell him where you’re going, Carmen,” his Mother urged. 
Suddenly Julie sprang up and ran to her brother. (Continued on page 73) 


“Ma, Dad, I’m no | 
longer Carmen Orrico... | 
’'m now 
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The love story 


of Kim and Mario— 


as told to Beverly Ott 


m Kim Novak was in Hollywood—Mario Bandini 
was in Rome. They hadn’t seen each other for over 
a year. He was supposed to visit her in 
Hollywood—but month after month passed .. . And 
there was no meeting, either in Hollywood or Rome. . 

Had one—or the other, or both of them—cooled to the | 
idea? Sure, they were supposed to be writing. 
But lots of people write and call themselves pen pals. | 
So why think Bandini was the man in Kim’s life? 
Why not Sinatra, Krim, Ireland? 

Well, for one thing, no matter who’d been rumored 
as coming, going, or staying on Kim’s list of favorite 
beaux, Bandini’s name was constantly cropping up... 

And then, suddenly, new developments began 
happening like crazy ... 
Quite unexpectedly, Kim arrived in Rome. 
And, MODERN SCREEN found out, Mario had just gone | 
through the red tape of getting his visa for 
the U.S.—including all the vaccinations! 
He was headed toward Kim—only she made it to him | 
first ... The story of their love, the latest chapter 
of their love, started with their transatlantic phone 
calls, started when he heard the tiredness that 
crept into her voice, even when she fought to 
keep it out. He could read it between the lines of her 
letters, too. She’d been working hard—sometimes 
as many as eighteen hours a day. That’s why 
they’d been waiting for her vacation, when 
she’d have a chance to show him her town, her 
country. But as the time came closer, he reasoned, | 
What kind of a rest will that be for Kim? 
So one night he spoke into the phone, “Kim, I’ve 
been thinking about my trip. That I shouldn’t make 
it. Why don’t you come to Rome? You’re the one 
who should get away for a while, have 
a change of scenery...” 
There was a long-distance giggle. “Mario, I’ve been 
thinking the same thing. I am tired. I’m just beat. 
I’d be a terrible guide. You wouldn’t mind postponing 
your trip again? I’ll have a month off. You’re 
sure you wouldn’t mind?” 
“Mind?” he asked. “Come to Rome,” he added 
quite firmly. She came to Rome. 
They dined and danced (Continued on page 64) 
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Q. Do you have any pets? What was 
the first pet you ever had? 
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We gave these 
questions to 
PAT BOONE, ae 


and here are the = 


answers he 
jotted down. 


Q. What do you think of Elvis? 
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by Linda Matthews 


m “Take the baby?” Mike Todd whispered. He leapt up 
from his chair, his big feet clattering loudly on the floor. 
“You mean—perform the Caesarean operation now? 
You can’t. It’s—too soon.” 

The doctor sat motionless behind his desk, his eyes 
lowered. “There’s no other way,” he said quietly. “No 
other way at all.” 

Mike Todd stared at him. The rage drained out of his 
face, leaving it white and drawn. His voice was almost 
a whisper. “But she’s only six months gone...” He sank 
back into his chair. His shoulders sagged. “Doctor . . . 
only six months...” 

The doctor nodded. “I know,” he said. “It’s not very 
long, is it?” His fingers moved to a pencil, picked it up, 


SOD 4 SS eeiaz] 
On Mike’s face— 
the doubt and the 


gnawing fear... ‘rolled it in his palm. “But we have no choice, Mike. It’s 
waiting to know now or—” He shrugged. 

fe oats “Why?” Mike Todd said. “Why now? I thought those 
would live... or drugs were supposed to prevent a premature birth, 
die. make her able to go the whole nine months. What 


went wrong?” 

“Nothing,” the doctor said. “Nothing went wrong.” 
He pushed back his chair and stood up. He walked 
around to the other side of his desk and looked down 
at Mike. “Two weeks ago you brought Liz here for the 
firsttime. Five-and-a-half months pregnant, and already 
she was having premature (Continued on page 62) 
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by N. Polsky 


a This is the story of a beautiful girl. And of a town. 
And of a baby. 

The girl’s name is Marilyn Monroe. The town’s name 

is Amagansett. The baby will never have a name. 

But for that little while it lived, deep inside its 
mother, it could have truly been called Love. 

-The story begins on a Thursday afternoon back in 
mid-June, when a big white Lincoln convertible pulled 
into Ed Raynor’s SINCLAIR gas station in Amagansett, 
a tiny town on Long Island’s south shore—at the very 
tip of New York. Raynor was away for a while and 
Johnny Cantwell, sixteen, was taking over the chores. 

_ ™ With Johnny were his two pals and helpers, Eddy 
For Arthur there. Loper, fifteen, and little Dicky Gosman, twelve. 


was still the mo- : : “Fill ’er up?” Johnny asked the tall, thin man who 
ment of. telling ; 


Mayilym=that this | _ was driving the Lincoln. 

time, there was to ~ . : It was while the man behind the wheel was paying 
be no baby... . them that Johnny took a good long look at the blonde 
ee tte RE 7 lady and said to her, “Criminellys . . . you’re Marilyn 


Monroe, aren’t you?” 

Marilyn nodded. 

“Criminellys!” all the boys repeated now, in chorus. 

“Do you fellows live here in Amagansett?” the man 
sitting beside Marilyn asked, after he’d introduced 
himself as her husband, Arthur Miller. 

Yes, the boys said, they did. 

“Well,” said Arthur, “I guess that makes us neigh- 
bors. My wife and I are going (Continued on page 59) 
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the heartbreaking story 
of a baby that will 


never smile or cry 


Spinone 
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AMAGANSETT \c 
| VILLAGE 


PLB 


The house that Marilyn lived in— 
with the man she loved .. . and 
where, for a little while, the 
Millers waited, happily, for the 
baby—their baby ... their first. 


Dicky Gosman, Eddy Loper and 
John Cantwell got Marilyn’s auto- 
graph—just about as soon as 
Marilyn and Arthur hit town, And 
the boys remember how “different 
from a movie star’ she was... 


these are Marilyn's 

neighbors—the people of © 
Amagansett—and this is how 

they feel about Marilyn... 


Roger T. Mattei owns a restaurant— 
and what did he think of Marilyn 
and Arthur? Well, he phoned New 
York and spoke to a couple of people 
there—just to find out what Marilyn 
especially liked to eat. 


a ; al 
Phew \ Sins 


Bob Winslow is half owner of the 
grocery store where Marilyn shoppe 
And what does he say about her? 
“T got such a charge watching 
Marilyn cover every aisle—and 
did she load that shopping cart!”’ 


7d Raynor, winking at his wife Stella, “We saw the Millers very often,” said Fred—Frederick Moeschle—knew 


gid, “Marilyn isn’t any prettier than Mrs. CHEF Mattei, “—on the street, just the cut of meat that Arthur 
ny other girl—but she sure is a lot in the post office, on the beach. They liked best, and just how thick 
vicer than most.” “Just like any one always waved and said HELLO—and Marilyn wanted the steaks. Fred, 
jf us wives,” adds Stella. “who’s wait- sometimes they'd stop and we'd talk of course, was the butcher—and 
ng for our babies to be born...” about this or that...” neighbor—of Mr. and Mrs. Miller. 


to be living here in Amagansett this summer.” 

“Miss Monroe,” Johnny asked next, “could 
you give us your autograph so we could show 
people so they’ll believe us?” 

“Sure,” Marilyn smiled. 

“You know, Miss Monroe, you’re my favorite 
actress,’ Johnny said. 

“Well, thank you,” Marilyn said, handing 
him the autograph. 

“Mine, too,” Eddy chimed in. 

“Thank you,” Marilyn said, and gave him his. 

“You’re not my favorite,” little Dicky piped 
up. “T like you, all right. But I like Jayne Mans- 
field better.” 

Marilyn and Arthur laughed so hard the three 
boys thought they would never stop. Then 
Marilyn signed Dicky’s little piece of dirty card- 
board—the only thing he could find—and 
Arthur asked them how they could get to the 

| beach. 

i When Ed Raynor, the service station owner, 
and his wife Stella drove up a few minutes 
later, the boys rushed up to their car. 

_ “We just filled Marilyn Monroe up with gas,” 

) little Dicky burst out. 

“Yeah,” Eddy said, (Continued on page 84) 


‘Wanetta Hindreth and Lillian Erickson offered 
Marilyn a malted. “But,’ laughs Wanetta, “guess 
she was on the wagon, ’cause she weren’t havin’ 
§one—she'd only have a glass of our lemonade. 
Yes, sirree—just a glass of our lemonade!” 


And Marilyn? Marilyn lay in a hospital, and 
broke into a smile for the cameras. But just be- 
fore the shutter snapped, and afterwards—whken 
the photographer had lefi—then the sorrow of 
mourning was on her face... for the young Miller | 
who wasn’t lying in her arms—not now, not yet... 


e 
~Applaud 


Mrs. Robert Taylor 


V for “roughing it” with Bob... 
Y for making his career more important than hers... 
Vor giving up “sophistication” to be housewife and mother... 


gw “When we were first married, Bob was afraid 
I’d go along on his outdoor trips,” laughs 
Ursula Thiess, whose main job in life is being 
Mrs. Robert Taylor. “Now he’s afraid I won’t.” 
That’s why we applaud Ursula Thiess... 
“Someone has to cook, you see,” explains 
this lovely talented woman, with just a hint 
of laughter. “Besides, I carry the coffee 
thermos, the cigarettes and sometimes the 
gun.” Ursula has done more than that. On her 
first trout fishing expedition she hooked a 
four-foot salmon, a bigger fish than Bob has 
ever snagged in his life. She’s also bagged 
some fat ducks even though her fingers were 
half frozen when she-yanked the trigger. 
Now—and this is the point—none of this 
rugged stuff sends Ursula into a state of 
ecstasy, especially when—as happened last 
year—she took the kids to the cabin and a 
snowstorm whirled up, the water pipes froze, 
the power went off, and a bear snuffled around 
all night outside the door. But Ursula knows 
what a companion-craving guy her husband is. 
And so far, Ursula has been right by his side— 
not only on every sporting trip but on every 
location, too. ; 
Actually, statuesque Ursula Thiess is every 
bit as much of a city girl as a girl could be. A 


Bob wanted what he thought Ursula 
wanted—a career for her. But his E 
wife had a different idea on how to live. svelt model and (Continued on page 77) 


FIR eb NIN egy tro ade aA eA 


A A 


ERLE 


62 


the Lord giveth 


(Continued from page 54) labor contrac- 
tions.” He shook his head. “That’s not 
good, Mike. So we gave her drugs. The 
ones you just mentioned. But we never 
claimed they’d take care of everything. 
Only that they’d relieve the contractions, 
stop them—for a while. And they did. % 

Mike nodded violently. “She was fine 
after that. Sure, she was.” 

The doctor shook his head slowly. “She 
was fine—for a week. Then they began 
again. And you brought her here again. 
Now you want us to give her more drugs 
and let you take her home. You want her 
to wait out the full nine months and come 
back here and give birth to a healthy, 
beautiful baby. Naturally, you do.” 

“All right,” Mike bellowed. “All right, 
that’s what I want.” His fist shot out, 
pounded on the desk in front of him. 
“Why can’t I have it?” 

The doctor leaned down. His face was 
close to Mike’s. “Listen, Mike. Those 


harm your child. Badly. You understand 
that? They’re only a stop-gap, to give us 
the extra few days that may make the dif- 
ference between life and death for your 
baby. But we’ve got to stop them now. 
If Liz could go home now and sit out these 
next three months without them, we’d 
thank God and wait with her. But she 
can’t. We know. She’s going to go on 
having contractions. Over and over. And 
if we feed these drugs into her system time 
after time, your child will suffer for it. 
Not Liz. But your child. That’s why we 
want to take the baby now, while we still 
can. Before it’s too late.” 


“Tell them to go ahead" 

Mike Todd sat with his head bent. The 
doctor looked at him. “Mike, we’ve waited 
as long as we can. Every day now means 
less chance for your child.” 

The silence stretched on forever. 

Mike said, “And if you take the kid now 
—what chance will it have?” 

The doctor’s eyes were full of sympathy. 


“Yeah,” Mike said. “And Liz? Is it be! 
ter for her to’go through a Caesarian nov’ 


She—she’s pretty tired out. 


She’s be: | 


under a strain.” His voice began to ri:| 
‘Ts this the best time for my wife? Wh) 
are her chances, doctor? Tell me that!” 


The doctor’s voice was low. 
our best, Mike. 


“We'll 
You know that.” 


Mike Todd stood up. He looked t)} 


doctor full in the face. 


“Tt isn’t up to m 


he said. “Or to you. It’s up to Liz. vr 7 
turned away. “T’ll go tell her now.’ 

His footsteps echoed down the qug 
hospital corridors. 

The room Elizabeth Taylor Todd lay ~ 
was dim. Mike entered softly and shut t 
door behind him gently. For a moment 
stood looking down at the still figure 
the bed, the face turned away. 

Then Liz moved her head. Her ey 
opened drowsily. Her lips Sanger in 
sleepy smile. “Hello, sweetheart . 

“Hello, Liz,’ Mike said. He tried a 
It died before it reached his lips. “Liz— 

He sat down heavily on the chair besi 


drugs are dangerous. 
they’re fine. 
three times, four times .. . 


Dangerous. 
Twice even—no risk. But 
Mike, they can 


small. 
for the world yet. 


Once, 


“We don’t know, Mike. 
A six-month baby—it isn’t ready 
But we'll do our best. 
And Mike, it’s a better risk than waiting.” 


Itll be pretty 


the bed. He swallowed hard. But 
voice was steady. 
“Honey, are you awake enough to 
From her pillows, Liz nodded. 


5100 FOR YOU: 


Fill in the form below as soon as you've read all the stories in this issue. Then mail it to us right away because each of the following readers will fi 
$10—the one who sends us the first questionnaire we open; the 100th; the 200th; the 400th; the GOOth; the 800th; the 1000th; the 1500th; 
2000th; the 3000th. Get it? For example, if yours is the 1000th we open, what do you get? Why, $10 of course! 


Please check the space to the left of the one phrase which best answers each question: 


1. 1 LIKE FRANK SINATRA: 


0 more than almost any star [] a lot 
C1 fairly well (J very little [) not at all 
(J don’t know him well enough to say 
1 READ: [ all of his story (1) part (J none 
IT HELD MY INTEREST: [] super-com- 
pletely [] completely (1) fairly well 
OD very little (] not at all 


2. | LIKE DEBBIE REYNOLDS: 


(1 more than almost any star () a lot 
0 fairly well (] very tittle () not at all 
(4 don’t know her well enough to say 


1 LIKE EDDIE FISHER: 


1 more than almost any star [) a lot 
O fairly well (J very little (] not at all 
1 don’t know him well enough to say 
1 READ: (Jall of their story] part (Jnone 
IT HELD MY INTEREST: ([] super-com- 
pletely (] completely ([] fairly well 
DO very little [1] not at all 


3. 1 LIKE SAL MINEO: 


OJ more than almost any star [) a lot 
O fairly well (J very little [] not at all 
(0 don't know him well enough to say 
1 READ: [] allofhisstory (J part [J none 
1T HELD MY INTEREST: [] super-com- 
pletely [] completely (] fairly well 
O very little (J not at all 


4. 1 LIKE HARRY BELAFONTE: 


1 more than almost any star [) a lot 
CJ fairly well (] very little [J not at all 
(0 don’t know him well enough to say 
1 READ: [J all of his story [J part (J none 
IT HELD MY INTEREST: [] super-com- 
pletely [] completely () fairly well 
(J very little (] not at all 


5. | LIKE TOMMY SANDS: 


OJ more than almost any star [1 a lot 
C1 fairly well (] very little (J not at all 
0 don’t know him well enough to say 


1 READ: [ allofhisstory [1 part [] none 
1T HELD MY INTEREST: [] super-com- 
pletely [] completely () fairly well 
DO very little (J not at all 


6. | LIKE DORIS DAY: 


1 more than almost any star [] a lot 
OD fairly well (] very little (J not at all 
( don’t know her well enough to say 
! READ: () allofherstory () part [J none 
IT HELD MY INTEREST: (] super-com- 
pletely [] completely [] fairly well 
0 very little (J not at all 


7. | LIKE JOHNNY SAXON: 


1 more than almost any star [) a lot 
C1 fairly well ( very little [J not at all 


‘| DO don’t know him well enough tq say 


1 READ: [J allofhisstory [J part [J none 
IT HELD MY INTEREST: [J super-com- 
pletely [] completely (] fairly well 
DO very little [7] not at all 


17. Which male and female stars do 
you want to read about? Please in- 
dicate your preference at the right 
by writing your first cheice next to 
(1), your second choice next to (2) 
and your third choice next te (3). 


(1) 


MALE 


(2) 


MALE 


3) 


(1) 
St eet To SSD SE EM ALE 


(2) 


FEMALE 


(3)_____________anare 
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Sooo OOuEODNaEHOS TADDRESS...... 2.2... ccc cccececeeeteereree: 


S11) obo annosaccapoonscpuocss STATE. co ceen es 


Mail To: READER POLL DEPARTMENT, MODERN SCREEN, Box 125, MURRAY HILL STATION, NEW YORK 16, N. Y. 
MODERN SCHEEN POLL PRIZE WINNERS FOR NOVEMBER 


Lenora Fong, Sacramento, California; Mrs. Beverly Richardson, Marrero, 


Louisiana; Maryann Arcoles, New York, New 


York; Chris Childers, Grand Prairie, Texas; Barbara Trueman, Kittery. Maine; Mrs. Claire Goldmann, La Mirada, California; 
i 


Norma Becker, Douglas, Arizona; Mrs. Grace Tivner, Corning, 0 


Sabourin, Niagara, Wisconsin. 


0; Mrs. Dorothy Timm, Hastings, Nebraska; Caro 


8. | LIKE KIM NOVAK: 

© more than almost any star ( a lot 
OO fairly well (] very little (J not at < 
(5 don’t know her well enough to s: 
| READ: [ allofherstory (J part [J nor 
IT HELD MY INTEREST: [] super-cor 


pletely [] completely [] fairly we) 


OO very little 1) not at all 


9. | LIKE PAT BOONE: 

© more than almost any star (a lot 
DO fairly well (J very little (J not at < 
(0 don't know him well enough to si 
| READ: [ allofhisstory (1) part (J nor 
IT HELD MY INTEREST: [J super-coi 
pletely [] completely () fairly wi 
OO very little [ not at all 


10. | LIKE LIZ TAYLOR: 

© more than almost any star (ja lot 
CO fairly well ( very little (] not at 2 
( don’t know her well enough to s 
| READ: [) allofherstory [Fj part (J no) 
IT HELD MY INTEREST: (] super-co) 


pletely [] completely [) fairly wih 


OO very little (J not at all 


11. | LIKE MARILYN MONROE: 

(J more than almost any star () a lot | 
OO fairly weil ( very little (J not at ; 

( don’t know her well enough to s 

1 READ: [J alfofher story (J part (J no) 
1T HELD MY INTEREST: []) super-co 

pletely [] completely [] fairly wi} 
DO very little [] not at all 


12. | LIKE ROBERT TAYLOR: 

(J more than almost any star [) a lot} 
LO fairly well ( very little (j not at | 
0 don’t know him well enough to s 
1 READ: [all of his story () part [J no 
IT HELD MY INTEREST: [] super-co 
pletely [] completely [) fairly w } 
O very little [) not at all i 


13. | READ 
CO all of Louelia Parsons in Hoilywo 
0 part (J none 
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modern miracle! Now you can look 
very prettiest instantly —from the 
se you wake up every morning. And 
do it in 12 seconds with Creme Puff* 
ax Factor... because it’s instant 


sup... the most exciting news in 


y since mirrors were invented. 
just 12 seconds—you’ll smooth on 


‘tplexion so fresh, so flawless, so 


dusly natural-looking ... your face 
e “dressed for inspection” before 


you can stir up a cup of instant coffee! 

All you need is Creme Puff. In one vel- 
vety disc are sheerest powder, dewy base 
and delicate complexion tone . . . blended 
to apply all at once with a caress of the 
puff. Carry Creme Puff in your purse. Use 
it anytime — anywhere. Instantly — you 
can be the Face He’d Love to Face. 

Refillable Ivory Compact, 1.25; or 
Golden -tone, 2.25; Refill in metal case 
with puff, 85¢. All prices plus tax. 


ax Factor’s CREME PUFF 


*cREME PUFE (TRADEMARK) MEANS MAX FACTOR HOLLYWOOD CREAMY POWDER MAKE-UP. 
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MAKE YOUR OWN 12-SECOND TEST! 
SEND FOR A “‘TRY-SIZE"’ CREME PUFF 
Max Factor, Dept. C, P.O. Box 941, 12-11 
Hollywood 28, Calif. 


Please send maa “try-size” Creme Puff com- 
pact so I can try this new Instant Make-up. 
Also send me FREE Max Factor’s booklet 
“You at Your Loveliest.” I enclose 25¢ to help 
cover cost of postage and handling. 

My skin coloring is (check one) 


0) fair Cinatural (medium Dolive 
(pink & white) (creamy (ruddy) (golden) 
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just the way you want to look...in 12 seconds! 
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(Continued from page 62) “All right. I’ve 
got something to tell you. I just saw the 
doctor .. .” 

Liz pulled herself up in bed. “I can go 
home?” she cried. Her eyes were wide. 

“No,” Mike Todd said. He chewed nerv- 
ously at his lower lip. “No, listen, Liz. 
You can’t go home yet, see? The doctors— 
they want .. .” he looked at her, looked 
away, sucked in his breath. “They want 
to take the baby now.” 

He heard her gasp but he didn’t stop. “I 
can’t go into it all. I don’t understand it. 
But the baby has at least a little chance 
if they take it now. It—it doesn’t hardly 
have any chance if you wait. You see? 
You get that? So they want you to 
choose.” 

He couldn’t look at her. He knew she 
had dropped back against the pillows. He 
knew her face was ashen. He had to 
strain to hear her whisper, “But . . . there 
isn’t any choice. Tell them to go ahead.” 


“No more fights... ever... 


And then suddenly he was bending over 
her, his face contorted. “No! You don’t 
understand. You’re not ready. You're so 
weak. I wanted you to gain more weight. 
I wanted you to be rested. I’m not think- 
ing about the kid. We can have more 
kids. But if anything happened to you... 
Liz, if anything happened to you—” 

His shoulders shook. Liz Taylor reached 
out a white hand and tilted up his chin. 
Her eyes found his, looked into them lev- 
elly. “We can’t have this baby again, 
Mike. We have to have it now. And 
we're going to, no matter what.” Her lips 
curved. Through bleary eyes, Mike saw 
that she was smiling. “Nothing’ll happen 
to me, sweetheart. They wouldn’t operate 
if they weren’t sure I’d be fine.” The smile 
broadened, became a grin. “I guarantee, 
two weeks from now I'll be in shape to 
fight with you again.” 

Mike buried his face in her hair. “Don’t 
say that,” he groaned. “Liz, baby ... no 
more fights ... ever...” 

“Then go tell them,” Liz said softly. 
“Tell them I’m ready any time” 

It was evening when they came for her. 
Mike Todd walked beside Liz as they 
wheeled her to the elevator, rode with her 
on the short swift climb to the operating 
room. Her hand rested in his all the way. 
At the door to the operating room, she let 


go. She smiled at him as she had smiled 
a few hours before. When the doors swung 
shut in Mike’s face, she was still smiling. 

Alone, he turned and went into the 
waiting room. Alone, he sat, his hands 
clasped in his lap, the knuckles white— 
while the doors opened and closed, while 
uniformed nurses wheeled in trays of in- 
struments, terrifying equipment, strange- 
looking bottles. And then the doors swung 
for the last time and were still. 

He knew they had begun, knew there 
were nine of them in there. Nine doc- 
tors. For hours as the afternoon light 
faded into evening he had said yes and 
no and signed papers and done what was 
expected of him. Now he could do noth- 
ing, while the nine doctors saved or lost 
his baby, saved or lost his wife. 

A magazine lay on the table before him. 
He picked it up. He opened it and stared 
at it for minutes before he knew it was 
upside down. Then he dropped it on the 
table again. There was a clock over the 
door. He watched only the clock. 

At five of twelve the doors swung open. 
A nurse appeared. Mike bounded to his 
feet. “What’s happening?” 

“They’re operating,” she said. “Every- 
thing’s fine. Sit down, Mr. Todd. Every- 
thing’s fine.” 


Would the baby live? 


She disappeared. He sat down. 
clock ticked on. 

Inside the operating room, the doctors 
cut, supplied clamps. The nurses extended, 
silently, the gleaming instruments. 

At two minutes past midnight the doors 
opened again. The nurse came out. She 
started down the hall. Mike ran. He caught 
up with her and blocked her way. “Well? 
Well? What’s going on?” 

The nurse hesitated. She licked her lips. 
“Your baby was just born. A girl.” 

Mike felt his knees turn to jelly. “My 
wife—?”’ 

“She seems fine.” 

His hands loosened. “And the baby?” 

The nurse bit her lips. She wouldn’t look 
at him. “I—don’t know. . . .” Then she was 
running down the corridor. 

Three minutes past midnight. Inside the 
operating room, the baby was stretched 
out on a table. Her skin was blue. Her 
little chest didn’t move. A doctor wiped 
her swiftly. Then a woman in mask and 


The 


gown stepped forward. She took a tiny 
rubber tube from a nurse. With incredible 

delicacy she held open the baby’s mouth 

slid the tube down its throat. Then she 

bent down and placed her own mouth ai 

eee end of the tube. She began tc 

suck. 


A big man, crying 

Four past midnight. Mike Todd stooc 
still with his arms hanging at his sides 
His eyes were fixed on nothing. 

Inside the room, the doctor sucked 
mucus up into the tube out of the baby*< 
lungs. She cleared the tube, inserted i' 
again. She sucked. 

Liz Taylor lay motionless, unconscious 
on the table. Behind her the anaesthetis 
checked his graphs, made a correction 
pushed a lever. Liz’s breathing was slow 
He made another correction. He noddec 
to the doctors who bent over Liz, takins 
swift, careful stitches in her skin. 

Five past midnight. Mike Todd turnec 
and walked back into the waiting room 
He sat down. His eyes were on the doors 

The doctor bending over the baby knev 
that her little lungs were finally clear. Sh: 
did not know if they would ever fill witl 
air, expand, became alive. She heard noth. 
ing of the murmurings around her, th 
soft commands and movements. Obliviou: 
to all else, she breathed into the child’ 
mouth, sending it air, praying for life. 

The doctors around Liz stood up. Thei 
work was done. 

Six past midnight. The doors opene 
again. A white-uniformed figure stooi 
outlined in the light. Mike Todd raise: 
his head. In his eyes were all the hop 
and fear he had known in his life, all th 
prayers he had ever felt—and left un 
said. . 

“They’re all right,” the doctor saic 
“Both of them. Liz is fine. Your baby jus 
took her first breath. We'll have to pu 
her in an incubator for a while—but she” 
be all right. Listen, Mike!” He threw ope: 
the doors. “That’s your daughter crying. 

Mike Todd dropped his head into hi 
hands. “Oh, God,” ke said. “Oh, God. Of 
God .. .” The tears streamed dow 
through his fingers. He sat heavily in hi 
chair, a big man, crying and unashamec 

EN 


Liz is in MGM’s RatIntTREE COUNTY. 
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we touched a few stars 


(Continued from page 50) in some popu- 
lar and pretty crowded places, but accord- 
ing to folks who saw them, you’d have 
thought they were alone. It had something 
to do with the way they were looking at 
each other. And the way they were always 
holding hands... . 

He was building a new home. For her? 
“Of course,” everyone in Rome is saying. 
“He asked her to come over and see if 
she’d like living in Italy. They’re going to 
be married, you know. The only question 
is when and where.” 

Kim was quizzed, “Is Mario Bandini a 
very good friend, or a very, very good 
friend?” 

She smiled. “Mario is a very, very, very, 
VERY good friend.” 

These were the stories. But here’s the 
story behind the stories, and the answers 
to the questions everyone is asking— 
now that Kim is home again— 

Where does Mario Bandini actually 
stand in Kim’s life? 

Where does she stand in his life? 

What part will he play in her future? 

Is he the kind of man who should play 
a part in her future... ? 

While Kim was in Rome, they’d see 


each other evenings. And Roman eve- 
nings are tricky. They have a way of 
ending at dawn, because it’s hard to break 
away from the good company and roman- 
tic settings and go home. But Kim was in 
Rome for a rest and Mario was determined 
to see that she got it. Mario was keeping 
office hours and Kim wasn’t going to let 
her visit interfere. They wouldn’t have 
been human if they hadn’t let the time 
slip away from them now and then. But 
Kim would suddenly see her watch, and 
i io... we’d better leave. .. .” 
Ves aim snare eet 
Then the orchestra played one of those 
dreamy Italian love songs, and it took 
a while for Kim to come back down to 
earth. “Mario .. . it’s getting late... .” 
STseit2z 


Tall, dark, and handsome. 


They were together during the day, too, 
thanks to those long Italian lunch hours 
they call siestas. Offices close at one in 
the afternoon, reopen at 4 or 5 pm.,, 
then stay open until after seven. This 
gave Kim and Mario time to roam Rome. 
But one day when someone ran into Kim 
alone and kidded, “Where’s Mario? You 
know he’s supposed to be with you every 
minute.” Kim looked surprised. 

“He’s at the office. It’s after 4,” 


She wouldn’t have wanted it any othe 
way. Mario is heir to one of Italy’s larg 
est fortunes—but he works! He opene 
his own construction company—and Kir 
expects a man she dates to respect th 
demands of his career, as well as her 

Exactly what kind of a man is Mari 
end what are the qualities that attrac 

er? 

For one thing, this tall, dark, and in 
terestingly handsome man with the ai 
or polish and sophistication about him 
amazingly kind. Cornered at a party or 
evening by a reporter, Bandini’s fir 
statement was, “I’m sorry, but I don 
give interviews. I’m afraid I. . .” 

Until the reporter started playing c) 
his sympathy with yarns about what ed! 
tors do to writers who don’t bring bac/ 
assignments. So Mario found a couple « 
chairs and sat down and began to talk | 
this guy with kindness, with heart. 

For another, he’s a modest man—and 2 
honest one. “Please,” he begs, “pleas | 
let’s get something straight. I am not 
Count. I will never be a Count. I don] 
know how this started, who started ti 
story. Perhaps I may have been greete 
in a restaurant by the title. But in Ital 
you know, waiters call everyone Count « 
Prince, so maybe someone heard that ar 
misunderstood. But I am not a Count. 
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“The newspapers also came out with 
the fact that I have a yacht. I don’t own 
one. They said I was an expert horse- 
back rider. I’ve never been on a horse. 
I’m just a plain, ordinary man, working 
as an engineer.’ 

He’s wrong there, because there’s noth- 
ing plain or ordinary about this guy! 


Depth to her beauty 


He may not be a Count, true; but right 
away you know that he could never be 
Mr. Novak either. Knowing Kim, you 
also know that’s one reason she was at- 
tracted to him. He’s a solid, successful 
businessman—very important in his own 
field, and he’d never be impressed with 
the frills and trappings that go along 
with her movie stardom. What he likes is 
Kim herself. “T never think of Kim as a 
movie star,” he said once. “I think of her 
as a girl I like. 

“Kim never tries to make you think of 
her as a movie star,” he continued. “It’s 
very difficult for someone to become sud- 
denly famous and still remain natural, 
but she has done it. There is nothing 
pretentious about her. There’s something 
almost little girlish about her. She. . 

He stopped for a moment. “Kim will 
kill me if I tell you this.” He laughed, 
then he sobered. “No, perhaps not. Well, 
it was the night we were listening to a 
song about an emigrant ... a very sad 
Neapolitan who was away from his coun- 
try. Kim smiled at me. ‘You see, Mario,’ 
she said. ‘Now if sometimes I might seem 
sad, you can understand me.’ 

“T didn’t understand at all, until she 
explained, ‘In some ways I’m an emi- 
grant. ‘ 

Bandini ‘laughed again. “Emigrant! The 
whole of Rome is at your feet!” 

How did they meet? When did he 
learn to know her? 

“We were seated at the same table at 
a luncheon. I was late in arriving and 
everyone was in the midst of conversation. 
You know how that is. I had heard of 
Kim, but I’d never seen any of her pic- 
tures. Not then. And we didn’t have a 
chance to talk until later. At first, I sim- 
ply thought that she was a beautiful girl. 
It was when I got to know her that I dis- 
covered that her beauty is well, 
there’s depth to it. She...” He stopped 
before he would start committing him- 
self. 


"| promised | wouldn't tell... 


Then, like a man wishing it were true— 
or knowing it is true, Bandini reminisces, 
“There was a story that we were engaged, 
wasn’t there? It started in London. It 
was very gloomy and rainy in London 
when Kim got there. I suppose they had 
to say something to liven things up.” 

And then, as if he’s afraid he’s said too 
much already—and Kim might not like 
the world sharing his dreams of her, Ban- 
dini will add, “I write her; of course I 
write. I send wishes at Easter and Christ- 
mas. Doesn’t everyone? 

“And about those gifts the stories say 
I’ve sent, the ones she is supposed to have 
said make her eyes change color—I 
haven’t been there to see her eyes.’ 

Then, with the look of a man remem- 
bering the things he’s done to make a 
girl know he loves her, “I sent Kim 
some records. Sophia Loren took them 
with her when she went to Hollywood. 

“Neapolitan love songs,” he adds—reck- 
lessly! A man in love—trying to hide it 
so that only his love and he will share the 
glory of it all.... 

For an engineer, he’s an excellent actor! 

“IT wanted to tell all of Rome that Kim 
was coming,” Mario said later. “I was so 
happy, I was tempted. But I’d promised 
her that I wouldn’t tell anyone. 


“She wanted secrecy because she was 
coming for a rest. Perhaps it was hopeless 
to think she could slip into town un- 
noticed. But she wanted to try. When 
she got off the plane, crowds were there 
anyway.” 

What does Mario feel about Kim? 

“T think she is far more beautiful natu- 
rally than artificially. One evening, I 
told her, ‘You look so much better without 
makeup, Kim.’ 

“She did what I think you call a double 
take. ‘I what????’ she exclaimed to me. 
Then a little girl look of concern came 
over her face. ‘Mario, in public I’m sup- 
posed to look like a movie star. That’s 
what people keep telling me. Otherwise 
Id go wash my face aa this minute. 
Do you really think . 

Mario smiled, as he mie But if Kim 


has any real doubts about what he 
thinks— “She is even more beautiful 
every time I see her.” That’s what he 
thinks. 


Remember how, before she left the 
States this last time, Kim described all 
of the qualities that she was looking for 
in one man? “. . . Someone who likes me, 
not just because of how I look, or be- 
cause I’m a star .. . but because it’s ME.” 

And then “Someone I can laugh with, 
about little things.” In Rome, even the 


TONY LEARNS TO SHOOT— 
TO MUSIC! 


Tony Perkins was having trouble. 
He had to perfect a fast draw for 
The Tin Star, faster than veteran 
six-shooter Neville Brand's draw— 
and make it look good. So Para- - 
mount hired a gun coach to help 
him. The first few lessons were 
getting Tony nowhere. He was 
having trouble with the rhythm. 
Then he got an idea... . so on his 
fourth session, Tony lugged a por- 
table phonograph into his dressing 
room and flipped on a jazz record. 
It worked! The fast beat helped 
Tony speed up his gun-draw—to 
the point where he not only was 
able to out-draw Brand, but finally 
surpassed the coach too. 


subject of ‘Aqua Minerale’ would break up 
Kim and Mario. Kim, having read a 
travel book advising travelers to drink 
mineral water rather than the tap water 
in Europe, was determined to do it. 
Mario kept trying to tell her that some 
two million people in Rome were living 
on the tap water and none of them were 
getting sick. “After all, you don’t brush 
your teeth with ‘Aqua Minerale,’ do you?” 
he smiled. 

Her answer came in a small voice. 


I do.” 


ce 


“But 


. Someone who can be as casual and 
informal as I like to be—do things on 
impulse.” 

In Rome, while she was there, Mario said, 
“We make no plans. There’s no budget- 
ing of time, no schedule. Kim can do 
what she wants to do when she feels like 
doing it. The last time she came abroad 
she traveled a great deal, and her life 
was prety, much of a time-table. That’s 
why I wanted her to come to Rome this 
time. So there wouldn’t have to be. the 
organization that traveling requires.” 
Someone who understands my 


career... .” 


Together they discovered . 


Mario is primarily in ihe construction 
business. He does have an interest in a 


— — 


short-subject film business, whieh brings 
him into contact with movie people. He 
knows them all, how hard they work— 
that even their time off isn’t really al- 
ways freedom. When asked about the re- 
ports that he and Kim were holding hands 
at Vinita D’EsTE one evening, he laughed. 
“There were dozens of people with us. 
Now how can that be romantic? 

“And as for the setting, with those 
fountains, we couldn’t see the fountains,” 
he said with a mock sadness. “They were 
flashing flashbulbs in our faces. 

“But .. .” and his face softens—with | 
the look a man always has when he re- © 
members the girl he loves—“. . . but we’ve 
touched a few stars—” 

What about meeting Mario’s friends? 


’ Was Kim’s shyness a barrier? “Kim, shy?” 


asks Bandini. “No no. Kim is much too 
natural to be shy.” 

Kim became a familiar figure around 
Rome, winning new friends every day. 
The city all but adopted her. The first 
evening she and Bandini dined in one of 
the clubs, she asked the orchestra to play 
Carrezzimo, the song they discovered to- 
gether last year. After that, whenever 
they would appear, the band would break 
into Carrezzimo. 

And what about things Italian? Did Kim 
take to them? “And how!” says Mario. | 
“Kim became interested in Italian cooking. 
For a girl who’s never had a chance to try | 
her hand at things in the kitchen, she col- 
lected a great many recipes. She made 
friends with Grachini, the chef at the GRAND 
Horet and Grachini doesn’t give away the 
secrets of his masterpieces every day in 
the week. But Kim gave him that ear- 
nest look of hers and sighed, ‘The great- 
est secrets of love are enclosed in a 
woman’s heart and in the recipes in the 
kitchen.’ ” 


Career . .. or marriage? 


What happens next? Well, at ALFREDO’s 
one evening, where he and Kim often had 
dinner together, Bandini was dining alone. 
He had just seen Kim off on the plane 
that was carrying her back to Hollywood, 
taking her from him, and a little wist- 
fully he spoke of the future. 

“I would like to go to Hollywood soon— 
but that doesn’t mean that I will. Kim is 
starting another picture soon and it isn’t 
good for me to go while she is working. 
If she has the time, I may go around 
Christmas.” 

Then, as if remembering that he must 
keep their lives only for themselves, he 
added, “On the other hand, I may not go 
around Christmas.” 

And on that trip he may not take, will 
it include a visit to Chicago to meet 
Kim’s parents? 

“Td like to meet them. I understand 
they’re very wonderful people.” 

Is he going to marry their daughter? 

It was then that Mario, the so-called | 
romanticist, remembered Kim’s_ career. } 
“Tt comes first just now. It should come 
first, at the moment. A career needs an 
actress’ full atténtion for a time, just as 
marriage needs a woman’s attention.” 

And he doesn’t feel that Kim could do 
justice to either her career—or her mar- 
riage—if she tried to concentrate on both? | 
At the moment? 

But at that particular moment, Mario 
Bandini went a million miles away, as he | 
heard the musicians begin playing Car- | 
rezzimo. 

Well, perhaps not a million. Just the | 
6,326 miles that separate Rome from 
Hollywood. . END | 


Kim will soon be in Alfred Hitch- | 
cock’s From Amoncst THE Deap to be re- | 
leased by Paramount, and in Columbia’ | 
Pat JOEY. 
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I trailed doris day 


(Continued from page 46) the fact that 
I thought this was funny and laughed. 
And I guess he felt a little sorry for me 
when I told him about my birthday pres- 
ent because before I knew it he wasn’t 
looking at me as if I was so crazy anymore. 
“I can’t tell you where she lives,” he said, 
“but try Paramount Stupios.” 

I was at the big front gate of PARAMOUNT 
thirty minutes and two bus rides later. 
The gateman smiled when I told him who 
I wanted to see. “Everybody wants to see 
Miss Day,” he said. And then he told me 
about the day they had a party in honor of 
the baseball player Jimmy Piersall and 
when Mr. Piersall arrived for the party he 
asked the gateman if he knew whether 
Doris Day was going to be there that day 
and said that she was the only person in 
Hollywood he really wanted to see. “Isn’t 
that a nice story?” the gateman asked me. 

I told him I thought it was very nice, 
and that I would like very much to see 
Doris Day more than anybody else in 
Hollywood, too. 

A few minutes later I was talking to a 
publicity man for PARAMOUNT. 


A big surprise for Dodo 

“TI had lunch with Dodo just yesterday,” 
he said, “and I thought I’d give her a sur- 
prise. For the past two weeks she’s been 
on a Tootsie-Roll kick. So I arranged 
with the waitress to give her a dessert 
which I invented and which was nothing 
more than a big plate of ice cream with a 
dozen Tootsie-Rolls sticking out all over 
the place. I thought she’d break up when 
she saw it. And you know what she did? 
She ate three of the Tootsie-Rolls right 
then and there and wrapped the others in 
a napkin and brought them back to the set.” 
He told me how she wasn’t the least bit 
stuckup or selfish. “I remember once,” he 
said, “she wanted a glass of water. In- 
stead of asking me or one of my assistants 
for one, she just said, ‘Excuse me for a 
minute,’ and got it herself. And,” he said, 
“the nicest thing about her is that Ive 
never seen her mad. No matter what time 
we have to start working in the morning, 
and it’s usually pretty early, she bounces 
in here like gangbusters and says, ‘Well 
... here we go again!” 

It was nearly 12 o’clock when we got to 
the publicity man’s office and he called 
Miss Day’s home to find out where she 
was. A maid there told him she thought 
she was probably out shopping with Miss 
Edith Head, the famous fashion. designer. 

We both raced down the hall together 
to Miss Head’s office. I was very disap- 
pointed to see that she was there—and 
without Doris Day. “No,” she said, “Dodo 
and I went shopping for accessories yes- 
terday. And what a day!” She explained 
to me that most of the stars have the big 
stores deliver things to the studio where 
they look them over and pick the one they 
like best. “But Dodo,” she said, “likes to 
get out with people and go to the stores 
herself. And I never knew anyone could 
be so popular. At least twenty people 
came up to her to say hello while she was 
buying shoes, at least thirty while she was 
deciding on a purse and at least fifty while 
she was picking out a belt! Even the ele- 
vator boy at BULLOCKS-WILSHIRE, a nice 
looking Mexican boy, stopped his elevator 
mid-way to tell her, ‘Miss Day, I like you 
all my life. Even in Mexico I buy your 
record when I do not even know English 
and know what you sing about!’” 

“Edith,” the publicity man asked, “you 
have no idea where she is today?” . 

Miss Head said no. Then she clicked 
her fingers and looked at me and said, 
“Except I know she was going to go back 
to BULLOcKS sometime today to pick up a 


belt she’d decided on. Why don’t you take 
a_run over to the store? She may be there.” 

It must have taken me an hour to get to 
the Buttocks department store. When I 
got there I rushed right up to the belt 


‘counter and asked a pretty blonde sales- 


girl if Doris Day had been there yet. 

“Gee, you missed her by about half an 
hour,” the salesgirl told me. When she 
saw how sad I looked, she said, “But may- 
be you can catch her at Birr’s.” 

“At Birr’s?” I asked. I thought it was 
another department store. 

“It’s where she likes to eat when she 
goes shopping,” the salesgirl said. She 
told me how to get there. “And if you 
haven’t had your lunch yet,” she said, 
“srab a bite there. You'll like it.” 


Where the stars eat 


That was the first time that day I realized 
I hadn’t had lunch yet, even though it was 
way after 1 o’clock already. I headed for 
the restaurant. 

You can’t imagine how surprised I was 
when I got to Birr’s. It’s a very lovely 
place, don’t get me wrong. But it’s not 
fancy like I imagined it would be. I felt 
very comfortable walking in. 

“Can I help you?” the man at the counter 
asked me. 

I told him I was looking for Doris Day. 

“She was here just a little while ago.” 

“Oh, no,” I groaned, and then I told him 
my story about trying to find her. 

’ He was so nice, just like everyone else 
had been that day. He asked me if I’d had 


Lowell Thomas was at a Holly- 
wood premiere. In the blinding 
lights, he couldn't see the girl 
whose arm was around him as they 
posed for photographers. Being a 
bashful country boy, he tried to 
keep his hand off her bare skin. 
But there seemed to be a lot of it. 
He kept groping and finally found 
some dress material. “And what's 
your name, little girl?" he asked. 
She answered: "Jayne Mansfield." 

Earl Wilson in the N.Y. Post 


any lunch yet. When I said no, he pointed 
out a stool right at the counter and told me 
that was where Doris Day had had her 
lunch that afternoon and why didn’t I sit 
there. 

“Can I have the same thing for lunch 
that she had?” I asked him. 

He smiled at me. First, he gave me 
a cold glass of tomato juice with a little 
lemon on the side. Then he gave me a 
very thick cheeseburger and a chocolate 


malted. I was about to start eating the 
cheeseburger when the counterman 
stopped me. 


“Tf you want to eat it like Doris Day,” 
he said, “you put a little mayonnaise on 
one side .. . like this, a little mustard on 
the other . . . like this, and here on top 
some onion . . . like this.” He put on an 
awful lot of onion, I must admit. “And 
don’t go cutting it in half,” he said, “like 
some women do. Pick it up whole the way 
Miss Day does and really dig in and en- 
joy it.” 

And did I enjoy it. In fact, I was al- 
most ready to ask for another one when 
I suddenly realized that it was 3 o’clock 
and that I’d better call back the publicity 
man att Paramount Srupios to find out 
whether he had heard from Miss Day yet. 

He said he hadn’t. But he said, too, that 
he wanted me to call him back every half 
hour until it was time for me to leave, just 
in case. 

At 3:30 on the dot, I called back. 

Then at 4 o’clock. 

Then at 4:30. 

All those times it was the same thing: 


a 2 — 


locate her.” 

By the time 5 o’clock came around, and I 
spoke to the publicity man on the fourth 
call I expected him to say the same thing 
he’d said before. But instead this time his 
voice was real excited. 

“Where are you now?” he asked me. 

I told him. 

“And you say you have to catch that bus 
at 5:30?” he asked. 

I said yes. 


Don't make a move... 


“Well,” he said, “get to the bus station 
as quick as you can and stand at the en- 
trance. And Sally,” he said, “what’s the 
color of the dress you’re wearing again?” 

At the bus terminal, I could hear a man 
calling out buses over the microphone. 

I was all right up until about 5:20. But 
then I began to get very nervous. At 5:25, 
the man with the microphone made the 
announcement I’d been knowing would 
come: “San Diego bus—boarding now—all 
aboard!” 

I decided I’d wait just one more minute. 

And that’s when it all happened—exact- 
ly a minute later. 

“Sally Mazzella?” I heard a woman’s 
voice call out. 


= & 


“[’m sorry, Sally, but nobody can seem to 


I looked into a big car which had just. 


pulled up in front of me. A woman was 
poking her head out, smiling at me. 
“Hello, Miss Day,” I said, smiling back. 
And then I realized who it was. “Doris 
Day!!” I screamed. 


“IT heard from the studio that you’ve 7 


spent all your birthday money to see me,” 
Miss Day said. “I’m very flattered.” 
she told me how she’d been shopping all 
day, how she’d phoned home just a little 
while earlier and how they’d told her to 
call the studio so the publicity man could 
tell her about me. She said, too, how glad 
she was that she was able to catch me in 
time. 

I was too caught up in the throat to be 
able to say anything back. But finally I 
managed to say, “Miss Day, you look so 
pretty.” 

“Thank you, Sally,” she said to me. 


Then I said, “Miss Day, could you please 


wait here for just a minute?” 


She said of course she could. And then 
I turned and scooted into the bus station. _ 


A minute later I was back. 


Just for being so nice 


“Miss Day,” I said, “I know how much 
you like these and I just wanted to give 


you something for being so nice and com- © 
And I handed her the two | 


ing to see me.” 
Tootsie-Rolls I’d just bought. 


As she took them from me she laughed 


and winked and said, “How did you know 
about these, Sally?” 


But before I could answer the man on 


the microphone said: “San Diego—last 
call!’ 


I had to go now. 


“I'm sorry we haven't got a little more | 


time,” Miss Day said. 


“T am, too,” I said and stared at her won- 
derful face for a moment and then took | 


her hand and shook it. Then I turned 

around and ran through the bus terminal 

and to the bus. I caught it just in time. 
When I got back to San Diego that night, 


my folks knew right away that I'd gotten | 


to see Doris Day. 


When I asked my Mother how she knew 
she said, "Because your eyes are all red | 


and you're smiling.” 
Wasn’t that a wonderful birthday pre- 
sent, Mr. Myers? 
Yours sincerely, 


Then | 


(Miss) Sally Mazzella | 


Doris can now be seen in Warner Bros.’ 
PazsaMA GAME. Watch for her in Para- 
mount’s TEACHER’S PET. 
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Perfect union—Hollywood V-ette floating pad 
push-up bra. $5.95. And Vassarette, all-way- 
stretch pantie girdle for every figure and fash- | 
ion. $8.95. Mules—maribou trimmed—by Nite- | 
Aires. The charming petticoat by Laros. 


Formfit’s all-in-one Skippies foundation garment. Will give 
your sheaths a new look—your figure new wonder. $10.95. . 
Lush nylon petticoat with pleated trim. By Stardust. $2.98. 
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agic Oval Pantie of Power Lace Lastex. $8.95. Front hook Movie Star's Calypso petticoat-brief set. Nylon tricot—the 
lon lace bra with Magic Inserts. $6.50. By Permarlift. essence of femininity. Flare hemline, pastel colored ruffles. 
uypso be-ribboned nylon bouffant. Movie Star. $3.98. $3.98. “She-Shell” contour bra. $3.00. By Permaelift. 
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modern screen beauty 


Movie 


| stars are 


famous 


See sensational Suzy Parker in 20th’s KISS THEM FOR MI 
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@ Fall fashion and beauty 
forecasts from Hollywood carry | 
two major news items—individ- 
uality and color. To achieve 
both in clothes and accessories 
is no trick with such novelties * 
as gingham shoes, carpet hand-} 
bags, printed jerseys, chic 
sweater knit dresses and gay- | 
wonder colors. Individuality in 
hair styling is not too difficult! 
But color in hair is news—for 
every girl dreams of radiant 
hair. If it has not been her 
fortune—or, even if she has 
beautiful hair and wishes to 
change it to a new color—she 
ean! The Hollywood stars do— 
to play particular roles in 

color movies or to just look 
exciting. (Continued on page 74) 
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Keep up your easy retouch.job to You should always make a test before 
keep your new hair shade perfect you give yourself a new hair shade Photos by Roger Prigent 
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*‘?’m now johnny saxon...” 


) (Continued from page 49) She slipped her 
'small, thin arm around his waist, almost 
orotectively, and looked up at her father. 
| “He’s going to be a famous actor,” she 
‘said in an excited voice, “and he’s gotta 
go to his class.” 

| Mr. Orrico looked tenderly at his young- 
‘st daughter as she stood before him de- 
Gantly. Slowly he turned and walked back 
to his chair. 

| Ann Orrico was a good wife. She was 
also a good mother. She tried to under- 
stand her son’s strange desire to become 
an actor. It would pass, she was sure, like 
all of his other ideas—like wanting to be 
a policeman or an explorer. 

She was also sure that this funny name 
ne had chosen for himself, Johnny Saxon, 
was just a passing fancy. Why should her 
son, Carmen Orrico, with such a beautiful 
name, want to drop it for one not so pretty? 
Acting ... success . . . Hollywood. ... 
Efhis happened to other people—far away. 


start for Johnny 


And then there were Delores and Julie, 
welve and ten, still young enough to be- 
jeve that fairy tales could start at home. 
| Why shouldn’t their big brother change his 
jname to Johnny Saxon and go to Holly- 
Hvood and become a movie star and make 
_ million dollars? Why should he paint 
houses or be a chiropractor if he wanted 
‘0 be an actor? 

That was how it was in the Orrico family. 
The love and the warmth were always 
=here—but also the sharp conflict between 
sard reason which fed mouths, and softly 
dowing dreams which fed the soul. 
Suddenly a big break came for Johnny. 
§. part on a TV show, his first real chance 
© act. Delores and Julie joined hands and 
janced gleefully around their brother. 
‘Johnny’s an actor, Johnny’s an actor”’— 
hat’s what they sang. This fairy tale was 
tarting at home, in a gray stone house in 
Sorough Park, Brooklyn—just like the 
irls had known it would. - 

Anthony Orrico merely raised one eye- 
TOW. 

Ann Orrico patted her son on the arm— 
ut the worried look on her face was ask- 
ag him aren’t you going to enroll in that 
hiropractor’s school? ; 

Johnny walked slowly to his bedroom 
nd closed the door behind him. He took 
ut the Tv script to study his part. 

YOUNG MAN SHUFFLES OUT OF DINER, STOPS 
"OMENTARILY TO LOOK AT HEADLINES OF 
|\SORNING PAPER. CLOSE-UP OF MORNING PAPER. 
[IAN DISAPPEARS OUT DOOR. 

That was his part. He was the young 
‘jan shuffling out of the diner. It was a 
eginning, anyway. Maybe now his father 
vould leave him alone about acting. 

The night after his first acting appear- 
mice, he couldn’t wait to get home. He 

new that the family and some neigh- 
ors had gathered in their living room to 
vatch the program. Rushing up the sub- 
ay steps three at a time, he knew more 
tan anything else he wanted to make his 
mily, especially his father, proud of him. 
) “Well,” he said breathlessly as he stood 
tamed in the doorway, “how was I?” He 
oked directly, appealingly at his father. 
| “It just so happens,” Mr. Orrico said, 
tetching back in his chair, a flicker of a 
nile playing on his face, “that I bent over 
» light a cigarette and I missed you en- 
rely.” He burst out laughing. 

Johnny just stood there, stunned and 
drt. He didn’t understand. His father 
vst know how much it meant to him. 

Delores rushed over to him and em- 
ceced him. “I don’t care what he says. 
ou were wonderful.” Johnny bent over 
ad kissed the top of her head, then hur- 
ed out of the room. 
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“Carmen,” his father called out, a little 
guiltily. He hadn’t really meant to hurt 
the boy, but he was getting so touchy. He 
seemed to have lost his sense of humor. 

Johnny stopped and turned around. “My 
name is Johnny,” he said defiantly. “John- 
ny Saxon. I’m going to be an actor and 
that’s all there is to it.” He ran to his room 
and slammed the door. 

“Now you’ve hurt his feelings,” Julie re- 
proached her father. : 

“I was only kidding him,” Mr. Orrico 
said uneasily. “He just isn’t himself any- 
more. It’s like having a stranger living in 
the house. A stranger named Johnny 
Saxon.” 

“He'll always be Carmen to me,” Mrs. 
Orrico said firmly. 


Off to Hollywood 


It went on like that for many months. 
Johnny would leave the house in the early 
morning and study dramatics or try out 
for acting roles all day. He wouldn’t re- 
turn home until he was sure that his par- 
ents would be asleep. It was much easier 
that way. He loved them very much, and 
he knew they loved him, but they didn’t 
understand him any more. It was easier to 
avoid them. 

Mr. and Mrs. Orrico did not approve of 
Johnny’s coming home late. Each night 
they decided to have it out with him—so 


Cyd Charisse and Tony Martin 
told me a very funny story about 
Tony Jr., their 9-year-old. Young 
Tony and his brother Nicky were 
both on Tony's TV show. Nicky was 
fine and did his part, but Tony Jr. 
wouldn't open his mouth—he just 
stood there. When his father asked 
him questions, he refused to an- 
swer. 

After the show was over, Tony 
Sr. said: "Why didn't you answer 
Daddy's questions? Why did you 
just stand there? You talked 
enough at other times!" 

“| wasn't going to have all those 
people laughing at me," said young 
Tony. 


Louella Parsons 
in The N. Y. Journal-American 


they would bolt the front door so he could 
not sneak past them. 

But somehow, they never had it out. The 
Orricos would sleep the night through 
without hearing any knocking on the front 
door. 

Slowly, painfully, it seemed that their 
resistance was being worn down. Johnny 
began bringing home money, money he 
was making as a model. It wasn’t acting, 
but it was show business to his skeptical 
parents. And it was paying off. It was De- 
lores and Julie who were helping Johnny. 
Each night as they tip-toed past their 
parents’ bedroom, they would quietly slide 
open the bolt. 

For many months, Johnny’s dark, hand- 
some face could be seen on the covers of 
detective magazines and in confession 
stories—pouting from behind a sawed-off 
shot gun or poised to backhand a terrified, 
half-clad blonde. 

And then Johnny was off to Hollywood. 
His agent had told him there was a chance 
for a motion picture contract. A talent 
scout had spotted his pictures in some 
magazines and told him to come out to 
California—and maybe, just maybe, he 
had a chance. 

Everyone was seated around the dinner 
table eating chicken cacciatore—everyone 
but Johnny Saxon who had suddenly no 
appetite at all. ; 

“Dad,” he started nervously. “Mom .. . 
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it looks kind of like I’m going out to Hol- 
lywood.” F 

Mr. Orrico put down his fork and stared 
at his son. Mrs. Orrico let out a loud gasp. 
Julie looked steadily at her big brother 
and winked. He felt Delores’ foot press his 
ankle under the table. 

“So you can starve just as well there 
as you can here,” his father said finally, 
but the old bitterness was missing. 

“Tll only be gone three weeks,” Johnny 
said eagerly. “If nothing happens inside of 
three weeks, I'll be back here. You won’t 
even know I was gone, it’ll happen so 
quickly.” 

“Carmen, Dear,” Mrs. Orrico said, pat- 
ting his hand wistfully, “when you come 
back, maybe you'll start looking into that 
chiropractor’s school. You always wanted 
to be a chiropractor. Remember?” 

“I always wanted to be an actor, Mom,” 
Johnny said gently. “That’s all I want to 
do. Maybe that’s all I know how to do.” 

Mrs. Orrico looked at her little boy, her 
little Carmen. How she hated to think of 
him hurt and disappointed—far away from 
her in Hollywood. They were just the An- 
tony Orricos from Borough Park, Brook- 
lyn. Fame and fortune didn’t come to 
people like them. Just hard work and a 
simple, honest life. She didn’t want to see 
her boy hurt, but maybe it would be best 
for him to go and get the acting idea out 
of his system. Then he’d come back and 
settle down to being Carmen Orrico again. 

Johnny left New York several weeks 
later with just enough cash in his pocket 
to support himself for twenty-one days, 
and a round trip airline ticket to Holly- 
wood. Delores and Julie dug deep into 
their piggy banks and gave him all their 
savings. He refused but they insisted. They 
wanted him to have more than he would 
need for three weeks, just in case the 
breaks didn’t come so quickly. “We want 
an actor in the family,” they told him. 
“Anybody’s big brother can be a chiro- 
practor.” 


Tears in Johnny's eyes 


On Johnny’s twenty-first day in Holly- 
wood, he was flat broke—but sitting in an 
office at Universal-International signing a 
long-term contract, hardly daring to be- 
lieve his dream was coming true. 

The first thing he did, after signing that 
contract, was cash in his return ticket and 
wire Delores and Julie the money they 
had given him—plus interest. 

He called his family right away and told 
them the news. They congratulated him, 
but asked him anxiously, “When are you 
coming back to New York, Carmen?” They 
couldn’t quite accept it. Their son—under 
contract to a big Hollywood studio! 

Every Sunday afternoon, Johnny would 
place a phone call to his family in New 
York. They would sit anxiously all day, 
waiting. 

At first there was always the same ques- 
tion—“When are you coming home, Car- 
men?” Then, as the months went by, they 
just waited for the phone calls—and finally 
they didn’t ask him to come home anymore. 

One day, just before Johnny’s first 
Christmas in Hollywood, he was awakened 
by the sound of his doorbell. He stumbled 
sleepily to the front door and was handed 
a small, neatly wrapped package. 

Curiosity got the best of him and, even 
though it wasn’t Christmas yet, he opened 
it quickly. The card read—With love, from 
mother and dad. In his hand he held up a 
handsome silver identification bracelet 
with the name JOHNNY SAXON en- 
graved on it. 

There it was. The final recognition. The 
final acceptance and tribute—but Johnny 
could hardly see it for the tears in his eyes. 

END 


Watch for Johnny in U-I’s SuMMER LOVE. 
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there’s a 
bit of 


Satan in... 


the new Evening in Paris lipstick 


It’s absolutely wicked of Evening in Paris to make a lipstick so alluring! 
Satin Finish clings as scandalously as satin... smooths your 
lips to satiny softness... makes them tempting as the devil. _ 
In a bewitching spectrum of pinks, corals, reds... each sheathed f 
in a tall golden swivel case. Now only 49c 


INFERNO RED, ONE OF THE NEW SATIN FINISH SHADES 


top secret 


(Continued from page 72) Most impor- 
tant, many stars change the color of their 
hair as challenged to a new mood or de- 
termination. New star, Suzy Parker, was 
born with hair aglow with gleaming high- 
lights. The model shown with Suzy 
Parker (page 72) has changed the color 
of her tresses to match those of Suzy’s. 
Occasionally she touches up the roots. 
Here is the secret of how to do this easy 
change of hair color job. 

When you have decided to change the 
color of your hair the first question to 
determine is—do you want to lighten or 
darken your hair (perhaps just make it 
have golden or bronze highlights). When 
you have chosen the color you must then 
decide whether you want a red tone in 
the new color—gold or an ash tone (such 
as ash blonde). A shade selector chart 
that will give you all the permanent colors 
(and bleaches) as well as indicate their 
respective ash tones, is available at your 


. = 


favorite cosmetic counter. Ask to look |. 


at this chart and you will see how easy 
it is to select the color you want. If you 
are going to darken your hair be sure 
and‘choose a color that is only one or two 
shades darker than your hair is now so 


that the new selected color will blend i 


with your eyes and skin coloring. If you 
are going to lighten your hair, select a 


color that is one or two shades lighter © 


than the present color. 


Now, for the hair color bath! First, 


study the booklet that is in the package. 
It will advise you to make what is called 


a “patch test.” This takes but a moment — 


and is really a must. 
Before you start your hair color bath— 


some twenty-four hours after your | 


“patch test”’—be sure you first gather 
together all the preparations and essen- 
tials as outlined in the booklet (you 
should purchase all of these essentials at 


the time you do your tint and activator). © 
The whole job should take you about © 
twenty minutes. Remember these points. © 


Don’t let the preparation get near your 


eyes. Don’t use it on your lashes or’ 


brows. Don’t repeat the use of the prepa- *}) 


ration on your hair unless you wait for : 


a twenty-four hour interval. Don’t pre- 
bleach your hair unless you wish a very 


drastic change of color or a very light: 


shade. And, remember to work quickly 
when applying. 


After the hair color bath (or bleach) 7 


shampoo and rinse. Before setting, rub 
in a cream hair dress and conditioner. 
Hair coloring is no longer a fad—it is as 


important a cosmetic as any today. And > 


the time—there’s nothing to it! A tem- 
porary hair coloring can be accomplished 


in less than five minutes or a natural-° 


looking permanent tint’ about twenty. 


Bleaching, of course, takes longer (de- | 


pending on the blonde shade you select 


and depending on the color of your hair. 


at the beginning). 


Why not give these big top secrets of } 


hair coloring to Mom, too? Convince her 
to cover up those first grey strands—her 


hair will still be as natural-looking as | 
ever. Maybe you can even convince her | 


to change the color of her hair. The 
mothers (and grandmothers) of Holly- 


wood stars do! It is important for every. 


girl, and woman, to be glamorous! 


Suggested preparations: 

BLONDEX 

MISS CLAIROL 

DUBARRY (Color-Glo, Tru-Tint) 
RICHARD HUDNUT (Light and Bright) 
NESTLE 

NOREEN 

MARCHAND’S 

TINT ’n SET, INC. 
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bpen letter to frank’s kids 


‘(Continued from page 33) candy, your 
‘Dad’s hand got in and out of his pocket in 
‘becord time, tossing him the quarter. And 
bur friend heard him say anxiously, “You 


/sirls want some, too? No? You sure? 
elt maybe something else—?” And that 
slightly nervous air never left him all 
) afternoon. : 
That’s pretty funny, isn’t it? Because if 
\there’s one thing your Pop is known for, 
‘it’s hangin’ easy. No matter where or 
| when or with whom, he just isn’t the anx- 
lious type. He’s relaxed as—as Perry Como. 
'He’s famous for it. 
| But not with you. Oh, don’t get us 
| wrong. He knows you love him; he knows 
\you’re good kids. And that’s exactly why 
‘he looks so tense. He’s afraid to hurt you. 
Afraid that one day you won't have a good 
/time with him. Afraid that no matter how 
‘00d a father he is—he won’t be the best. 
It puts those lines in his forehead. It’s the 
one thing on this mortal earth that scares 
\'cich, charming, talented, top-of-the-world 
Frank Sinatra to death. 
He might hurt you. And it’s true, he’s 
got reason to worry sometimes. You know 
‘he’s got a suit on against a national maga- 
‘zine that ran a three-article series about 
him. He claims that he found twenty- 
three factual errors in the first article 
alone. Mind you, those errors couldn’t have 
hurt his career or his social life in any 
way. He could have ignored them and 
saved himself the dough and the publicity 
| and the bother of suing. But when he read 
\ithat article for the first time he threw 

down the magazine and turned a white 
I face to the other guys in the room. “Don’t 
those jokers know I’ve got kids?” he 
} bellowed. “Big kids. They can read. What 
Jiam I gonna tell them when they read 
| these lies about me? What are they gonna 
|} think?” He ran his hands through his hair. 
| “Ym suing them,” he said. “I can’t just sit 
‘back and let the kids get this stuff thrown 
|.in their faces in school.” 

So he’s got a suit on. And now he’s got 
‘even more to worry about. His name has 
|;been dragged into one of the messiest 
‘seandal suits that ever made front-nage 
news. You know what trial we’re talking 
about. You must know—because you can 
\/read it in all the papers, and not even your 


|. That’s why we wanted to tell you kids 
_some other things we know about your 
.Pop. Things we’ve heard about here and 
| there, in bits and snatches, little stories 
|, about him sent to us and told to us by a 
j lot of people—some famous movie stars, 
some newspaper reporters, some nobodies. 
Its about the side of your father that 
| doesn’t make headlines. .. . 

|| Like that story we heard from a friend 
of Lee J. Cobb’s. Maybe your Pop wouldn't 
| like it to get around, but it’s a cinch if 
; Lee or one of his pals hadn’t told it, no 
, one would ever know about it—because 
|, your Pop would: never open his mouth! 
, Lee is sitting on top of the world now, 
_ of course, but two years ago, he was flat 
_ broke, just divorced, out of work with no 
' prospects, and on top of everything else 
. he was in the hospital with a heart attack. 
That was in July. 

So anyway, as far as money went—and 
as far as his mood, too—Lee was about as 
low as you can get... that day your Pop 
phoned him at the hospital. The call took 
about fifteen seconds and went, “Hello, 

| this is Frank Sinatra. Thought I’d let you 
| know I’m coming over!” 

Lee thought someone was kidding him, 
| because Lee hardly knew the guy. 

_ But that afternoon and every afternoon 
vafter that, Sinatra went straight to the 
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hospital after work. He was making The 
Tender Trap as I recall it. Anyhow, he 
didn’t come empty-handed. He brought 
books and flowers, and he got lists of what 
Lee liked to eat—and was allowed to eat— 
and I think he even sent to New York for 
some stuff once. But more than that, he 
brought that famous Sinatra happy-mood 
charm with him. You know what we’re 
talking about! He never even gave Lee a 
chance to brood. Every day he had some- 
thing else to tell him about how so-and- 
so said what a great actor Cobb was and 
how many parts he had waiting for him. 
Maybe he even made it all up. I don't 
know. All I know is when Lee got out of 
the hospital, your father’s car drove Lee 
to the Sinatra house, and the Sinatra ser- 
vants looked after him and Sinatra told 
him to hurry up and get well because he 
wanted Lee to direct a movie for him. 

Anyway, you know what happened. Lee 
got better—oh, I should add when it got 
too hot to bear in Palm Springs Sinatra 
moved Lee to an apartment in Hollywood 
and picked up the tab for that, too—and 
all of a sudden everyone in town wanted 
Lee. He’s too busy acting to direct, I guess 
you’d say. But let me tell you, if Sinatra 
asked, Lee’d drop the juiciest part this side 
of Osearland, to do him a favor. I mean 
any day of the week. He’s paid back the 
money Sinatra laid out long ago. But the 
rest of what Lee owes him—that’s not the 
kind of debt you can pay off. Except may- 
be by letting it get around what kind of a 
guy your Pop is. 

So anyway, that’s the story. Oh, by the 
way, when I said your Pop hardly knew 
Lee, I meant they had met at a party, said 
hello—maybe had a drink—and that was 
it. Period. So what I’m getting at is—if a 
guy will do something like that for a 
stranger—what will he do for his friends? 


They called him "The Voice” 


This next story came to us in the mail a 
couple of years back, and the woman who 
wrote to us said she’d rather not give her 
name because she’s a married woman with 
children of her own now, but she could 
still remember—like it was yesterday— 
when it happened. She was a high school 
girl then, in Gary, Indiana. That was back 
about eleven years ago—you weren’t even 
born yet, Christina!—and all the kids in 
Gary had walked. out of all the high 
schools on strike, because there were Negro 
kids going to the same classes. She wrote 
that she didn’t remember clearly how they 
got so steamed up, but there were an awful 
lot of rumors going around that the white 
kids were being discriminated against, and 
they were lowering themselves by sitting 
next to the colored kids—and a lot of the 
parents talked that way, too. Anyway, one 
day they were in school, and the next 
they were on strike and the papers were 
full of it, and the Mayor was making 
speeches and Gary, Indiana, was headline 
news all over the country. 

Well, the strike hadn’t been on more 
than a couple of days when the kids got 
word that Frankie was coming out to Gary 
to talk to them. Boy, I don’t know if any- 
one can appreciate what that meant then. 
That was when they called your Pop The 
Voice and he wore those floppy bow ties 
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and looked so skinny, and the girls wore 
sloppy joes and saddle shoes and used to 
scream and faint in the aisles—just like 
over Elvis and Pat, only more so! I mean 
really faint. This woman who wrote to us 
said she did, too, once, right in the Para- 
mount TuratRE in New York watching 
your Pop, and the police carried her out 
and gave her smelling salts. Anyway, what 
I mean is, Frankie was the biggest man 
in the country, the way no one ever 
has been to kids since. And I don’t 
know how many hundreds of thousands 
of dollars he made every time he got up 
on a stage and opened his mouth, and also 
he was making movies at that time. But 
here he was, ducking out of everything to 
come to Gary. 


So sweet and good 


Well, the strike leaders told all the kids 
to stay away from the Municipal Audito- 
rium where he was going to talk—that’s 
what the strike leaders told the students to 
do. But of course who was going to listen 
to a strike leader say something like that? 
It didn’t make sense, the kids thought. So 
they sneaked over anyhow, some six thou- 
sand of them! The house was packed. 

Then Frankie—your Pop—walked on 
stage. And he started to talk. “I guess,” 
this married woman wrote us, “I'll never 
forget that talk as long as I live. I mean, 
who’d every heard Frankie say anything? 
Well, he told us the strike was a bad deal, 
bad for us, bad for the country. I re- 
member him saying, ‘It’s a Nazi trick to 
divide and rule by pitting race against 
race. That can’t happen here because we 
won’t let it. He told us what I’d been 
suspecting anyhow, personally—because 
otherwise why would those strike leaders 
have tried to keep us from listening to our 
Frankie?—anyway, he told us that the 
strike had been taken out of our hands 
and was being run by outsiders who didn’t 
really give a darn for us and our school. 
He was so intense and concerned, and we 
all knew how much he cared. 

“And then,” this woman explained in 
her letter, “Frankie said, ‘Do me a person- 
al favor. I came down here to ask you to 
go back to school. Please do it.” 

Well, he sounded so—sweet—and good. 
Some of the kids there started to cry. Then 
he sang something to close the program— 


. she doesn’t remember what, but I have an 


idea Nancy, Frankie, Christina know it was 
probably The House I Live In, because it 
was around then that he made that short 
on tolerance. And got a special Oscar for it! 

Anyway, a couple days later they all 
went back to school. ; 

And I think it was on account. of 
Frankie. “I know,’ that lady wrote in her 
letter, “it just would have killed me to 
have him ask me to do something and 
then not do it. And he’d been so nice, not 
bawling anyone out, just telling us we 
were bright and smart—it made us feel 
that way.” 

Did you know your Pop got an awful lot 
of awards that year for that kind of thing? 
Almost a dozen, I think. But the best award 
he ever got was just all those kids going 
back to school like he asked them to that 
day, and learning to live in peace. 


He knew he would get well 


There are other things somebody here 
and there remembers about your Pop. 
Sammy Davis, Jr. for instance. They all 
came around when Sammy lost his eye. 
The crowd in his hospital room was made 
up of some of the most famous faces in 
Hollywood. And they put on a good show. 
They laughed it up for hours. They gave 
Sammy all the latest gossip, all the newest 
jokes. And they looked anywhere—at the 
walls, the ceilings, under the bed—to keep 
from looking at the hole where his eye 
should have been. 
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Special New Tablet 
Relieves Monthly Cramps 
for 3 out of 4 in Tests! 


Amazing new formula developed 
especially for female distress gives 
greater relief than aspirin! 


If you dread those ‘‘difficult days’? each 
month, listen! Science has developed a 
special new tablet to relieve pain, cramps, 
and tense feelings of monthly perio s! 
It contains a unique combination of medi- 
cines—including blood-building iron. 
Thus offers more relief than plain aspirin! 

In doctors’ tests painful distress was 
relieved for 3 out of 4 women! Many 
didn’t suffer even on the first day! They 
also escaped much of the jitters and un- 
happy tension so common as you ap- 
proach that trying time of month. 

So don’t suffer needlessly. Ask for 
“T,ydia Pinkham Tablets” at drug stores. 
Ne prescription needed. See if they don’t 

you feel worlds better—both before 

a tee your period! 


Everybody's Doing itt 


WALLET Size 21/2 x 312 on 
PORTRAIT QUALITY PAPER 
Just pennies per picture for 
beautiful portrait-quality 
reproductions of your own favorite 
photograph. Send one portrait or 
snapshot (etumed unharmed) 

And money 

WALLET PHOTOS, Box D37 
Hillside, N.J. 


In a hurry? Send 25c extra 
for Super-Speed service. 
MONEY BACK GUARANTEE We pay postage! 
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They had all gone home when Frank 
walked into the room. And Frank didn’t 
come in grinning. He walked in with his 
eyes dark and serious, and they didn’t 
look up or down—they looked Sammy 
straight in the face. “Well,” said your Pop, 
“what’s it gonna be now?” 

And for the first time since the car 
crash, for the first time since he knew he 
would wear a patch for the rest of his 
life, Sammy Davis, Jr. let the smile drain 
off his face, let the cheerful lies stop pour- 
ing out. For the first time, he talked about 
what was going to be—his terror of fac- 
ing the world again; his fear that a one- 
eyed singer was no one anyone would 
want to hire. 

And Frank fed him no lies. For hours 
they sat and talked about the problems 
that lay ahead. About the road that 
wouldn’t be easy any more. And at the end, 
when the nurse came in to tell Frank it 
was time to leave, he stood up slowly, 
stubbed out his cigarette and smiled for 
the first time. “You and me, Sam,” he 
said. “We'll make it.” 

He said it with the voice of a man who 
had sat on top of the world—and felt it 
crumble away beneath him. A man who 
read his name in a newspaper’s cynical 
list of TH1ncs THat No Loncer Matter. 
Who had been called every name under 
the sun and found the hardest one to take 
was—has-been. A man who had given up 
his wife—your Mother—and a home to 
chase a dream of romance around the 
world—and had come back alone. 

You kids’ll be able to understand that a 
little bit better when you’re older. Just 
remember for now—though I guess you 
know it pretty well, your Pop never gave 
you up. Anyway, when the door closed 
behind Frankie, Sammy Davis, Jr. sank 
back into the pillows. If the doctors hadn’t 
warned him against it, he would have 
cried. For the sick fear that had come to 
him each time the gay, laughing cheerer- 
uppers had left, was gone. For the first 
time, he knew he would get well... . 


The worst you can say.. 


I just read a bit in the papers about 
Frank Sinatra socking some guy. I’m not 
defending your father for using his fists too 
much—sure, he swings when he ought to 
talk it out instead. But I do say, near 
every time—he had a reason. Like the 
time he nearly killed a guy in a nightclub 
for asking who was the “broad” with 
Sinatra. It sounds like a fairly innocent 
question—even though that’s not such a 
nice word to use! 

Only thing was, the guy was a colum- 
nist. And the broad was Judy Garland, 
whose husband Sid Luft, was on the other 
side of the country on business. And Judy 
was six months pregnant! 

Hours later, Frank was still raving about 
t. “Sure I hit him. If I hadn’t hit- him, he’d 
have had it in his column that I was dat- 
ing Judy while Sid’s out of town. For 
Cripes’ sake! I wasn’t with Judy—we were 
both in the same crowd, that’s all.” 

By the way, did you know about that 
time your father was in a crap game? 

I’ve laughed about this for years. 

The way that story goes, for years your 
father has been eating at one big Holly- 
wood restaurant. Always sat at the same 
table, always had the same waiter, always 
tipped high wide and handsome. 

So one night Frankie walks in and sits 
down and the waiter doesn’t make a move 
to serve him, but gestures for another 
waiter to take his place. - 

Sinatra says, “What’s the matter, don’t 
you want to wait on me any more?” 

The waiter shook his head real sad-like. 
“Sure I do, Mr. Sinatra, but I lost you to 
him in a crap game last night. You’re his 
till June .. .” 

Look, kids, we could go on for pages 


Pat JOEY. 


like this. There are so many of these! 
stories it could fill a book. Your grand— 
mother Sinatra could tell you about the 

winter in Florida he gave her the clothes | 
the house. Phil Silvers could tell you aboui_ 
the time Sinatra saved his act and hic 
career, and Bela Lugosi—had he lived—_ 
could tell you about how everyone ir \ 
Hollywood thought it was noble of Mr ‘ 
Lugosi to commit himself to a hospital tc) 
have his drug addiction cured—but you” 

Pop was the only one who phoned hin 
there and asked if there was anything) 
he could do. Everyone else was too scarec’ 
people would think they were friends of : 
junky. There’s a New Jersey kid who hac 
leukemia who could tell you about the 
trip Frankie made to see her—halfway 
across the country. There are the Under- 
privileged Children of England who hav: 
summer camps now because an Americat’ 
named Mr. Sinatra got the idea of doin 
a benefit for them and spent thousands o 
dollars of his own money making the ar- 
rangements—with no less a partner thar 
Prince Philip. There are the parents of « 
little boy in L.A. who took their three- 
year-old to the docks at San Pedro to se 
the ships go in and out. The child fell inte 
the deep water off the end of the pier, anc 
before anyone else could move, a skinn 
guy the comedians all called anemic— 
this was back in ’45—had made a twenty 
yard-dash across the dock, dived into th: 
water, and pulled the child to safety. H: 
could have made a lot of capital off tha’ 


Elvis Presley was showing friends 
(five) a magazine advertisement 
about the Elvis Presley lipstick on 
the market. The magazine ad says 
it comes in Hound Dog orange, 
Heartbreak pink, Lova-ya fuchsia, 
Tutti Frutti red, Tender pink and 
Cruel red. Other people however, 
appeared All Shook Up by this ad- 
vertisement about a man and his 
lipstick. 


Sidney Skolsky in the N. Y. Post 


one. He didn’t. The comics went right o: 
making jokes about how he’d split in tw 
if he bent from the waist, and your fathe 
grinned and let them. 

But you don’t have to hear all thos- 
stories. Strictly speaking, you didn’t hav 
to hear any of these—we know were nc) 
telling you anything new. You know you} 
father pretty well. Nancy, you go wit? 
him on tours, to premieres. Frankie, wel § 
you get your music lessons from you 
Pop. Christina, you get teased about bein § 
the Miss Moneybags of the family practi} 
cally every night of every week. Becaus| 
your father is around that often. To me 
sure nothing goes wrong for you kids. | 
keep you as safe as a guy in his mead | 
can. 

No, this isn’t to tell you anything nev) 
It’s just to say—we don’t know whe 
they'll be printing about your Pop in th 
next few weeks. And we don’t care. Bu 
whatever it is, true or false, clean or dirt 
—don’t get the idea you -ever have t/ 
apologize for your Pop. 

It’s the scandals that make the head 
lines, every time. But it’s the record c 
the other side of your Pop, the side the) 
gives not just his time and money, bu 
gives of himself to friends and stranger)) 
alike, over and over again, that is going t} 
count in the end. . if 

Yours sincerely, 
DAVID MYERS 


Frank’s in Paramount's THE JOKER ] 
Witp, UA’s Kincs Go Forts and Ts 
Prive Anp THE Passion and Columbia’! 
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_we applaud mrs. taylor 


' (Continued from page 60) European movie 
actress before Bob ever spied her, she is 
also a continental at heart, far more at 
‘ home and happy at the theatre, opera or 
“urban pleasure spots than she is frying 
venison over a campfire. 
| But the difference is that she owns a 
‘ hausfrau instinct to obey and please her 
! lord and master—even in departments usu- 
# ally jealously considered strictly per- 
sonal with most American wives! Bob, for 
‘ instance, picks out all of Ursula’s dresses— 
usually solid blacks, reds or whites—and 
» even dictates her hairdo, still just as it was 
‘ when he met her—shaggy bangs in front 
+ but long, pulled back and bunned up be- 
i" hind. While that’s not the height of fash- 
ion right now she wears it contentedly 
id because never-changing Bob sees her ro- 
i, mantically that way. 
‘But, perhaps more than any other reason, 
we aplaud Ursula because she is willing 
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practically renouncing a very promising 
movie career because her husband doesn’t 
believe in wives working. : 

“T acted until the time I was married,” 
she explains, perhaps just a little wist- 
fully. “Besides, Ive always been awfully 
I independent.” Ursula was first married at 
seventeen and at twenty-two was support- 
ing herself, two children and her mother. 
— “T like responsibility,” she admits. “I would 
like to do just a picture every two years, 

enough to give me money for birthday 

presents and Christmas . . . but Bob has 

a different point of view. He wants me 

there when he gets home.” 

Nancy Davis Reagan—Ronnie’s wife, and 
one of Ursula’s closest friends, remembers 
that—“‘Bob said to me once, ‘I don’t want 
Ursula bothered with worries about what 
her director said to her. I don’t want a 
wife who’s worked all day and comes 
home so upset or tired with the problems 
of movie making that she can’t be a good 
wife and mother. 


First in her heart... . 


Ursula is wisely wary of any movie job 
that would disturb her home life or in- 
volve her in distant locations. Twice what 
Ht looked like perfect answers—teaming with 
* Bob in pictures—fizzled after Bob had 
been pretty well talked into consent: Kay 
a, Kendall’s part in Quentin Durward and 
t” then The Power And The Prize looked 
ai ideal for a Taylor family affair, but when 
it came down to cases Bob wasn’t really 
happy about a career for her. “I think he’s 
afraid Ill wreck his picture,” she suspects. 
“He’s such a perfectionist.” The clincher 
rf he usually tosses at the critical point is, 
1 “T can’t afford to let you work, Ursula. 
' Ups my income tax and costs me money.” 
In any event, the issue has never come 
right down to an impasse yet. 
; it never will, because making Bob a 
4s comfortable, happy home is Ursula’s first 
Bi job . . . and first in her heart... . 
#7 That home is a beige stone and white 
, wood farm style house in Pacific Palisades, 
built on an ocean-view lot that Bob picked 
gi out and bought before Ursula ever spied it. 
yp ts biggest luxury feature is a bedroom 
%: for each member of the family, if you 
, don’t count Henry, Bob’s golden retriever, 
~, and Pappy, a poodle Ursula acquired be- 
fore she was married, “when I needed a 
man around the house pretty badly.” 
There’s also a pool where the whole gang 
5 swims—sometimes including the pups! And 
‘an indoor barbecue of which Bob is stub- 
bornly proud. Although he banged away 
on the roof and elsewhere when the house 
‘a-building, the big brick grill was the 
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ty to give something up . . . to make her guy. 
_. happy. 
But Ursula has made the sacrifice of 


Gives even string-straight hair 


(permanents, too) that born-curly look 


NOT A PERMANENT! NO NIGHTLY 
PIN-UPS! DOES WHAT NO HAIR 
SPRAY MADE CAN DO! 


Not a permanent: Nu-Curl 70 impreg- 
nates straight or permanented hair with 
a natural curl-activator...gives multiple 
life to waves; lusterizes dull hair; dispels 
dryness and frizziness. 


Non-alkaline, Nu-Curl 70 is 
gentle, completely safe for 
even fragile-fine infant’s hair. 


Not a spray: Sprays cannot create waves. 
Nu-Curl 70 feeds want-to-wave tendencies to 
even string-straight hair; gives you that 
born-curly look. 

No nightly pin-ups: You condition and set hair 
just once; yet get glorious waves that last 
beautifully till your next shampoo. 


Six months’ supply only $1.50, plus tax, at 
drug and department stores. Mail sales slip to 
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ANDLIN 70% OF SOLOS 
HAIR CONDITIONER 


Robert Curley, Ltd., Dept. D, Mt. Vernon, N. Y. SS 
for your FREE copy of regular $1 ooETu ee 
Robert Curley Hair Styling Guide. * Guaranteed by — 


Good Housekeeping }- 
Pr ag > S 


The Medern Curl 


NU-CURL 70 comnts 
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EARN BIG MONEY 
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as a SEWING MACHINE 4 
OPERATOR! 23 


The Booming 
Garment 
industry Needs 
YOU! No matter what your age or previous ex- 
perience, you can get a good Job, paying up to 
$100 weekly, as a sewing machine operator! Work 
at home or in a garment plant. Thousands of job 
openings all over the U. S. 


Train at home in spare time! We teach 
you factory sewing secrets and methods by easy- 
to-understand, factory approved system. You learn 
by doing. Even earn good money while you learn! 


FREE PLACEMENT and ADVISORY SERVICE 
Valuable FREE Book ... gives 


you full information about 
sewing opportunities, training 
for the Garment Industry... 
INCLUDED FREE! Instructions 
for making your own dress 
form...how to start a 
profitable business. Use coupon 
now for this valuable book! 


HOLLYWOOD GARMENT 
TRADES SCHOOL 


5880 HOLLYWOOD BLVD. 
HOLLYWOOD, CALIF. 


| 
' SEND IN THIS COUPON NOW! , 
§ Hollywood Garment Trades School, Dept.DM-117 & 
@ 5880 Hollywood Blvd., Hollywood 28, Calir. - 
§ Rush m2 my free Sewing Opportunities Book and i 
- other usta. (No obligation, no salesman will call.) 1 
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Counters 
Everywhere 


only part of the place he personally de- 
signed. First night they tried it out with 
a barbecue party, billows of smoke sent 
the guests stumbling outdoors choking and 
gasping! Just the same Bob loves to use 
it—preferably after a cocktail or two to 
neutralize the carbon monoxide! 


Wowing her husband 


Bob, Ursula and their brood moved in a 
couple of years ago with “just a few ash- 
trays,’ says Ursula, but by now it’s fur- 
nished comfortably enough for the casual 
kind of living they like. The pattern of 
living set right after Bob and Ursula were 
married. That's when their neighbors, 
Dinah Shore and George Montgomery, 
called up about dinner time and invited, 
“Come on over—we’re just putting on 
some steaks.” Ursula already had dinner 
cooking but a relaxed invitation like this 
really impressed Bob. Before, he’d always 
thought dinner parties had to be planned, 
formal affairs. Now the call-up-and-drop- 
over type of social life is about the only 
kind he’ll go for. Regular customers at the 
Taylor house include Ronnie and Naney 
Reagan, Bob and Dorothy Mitchum, 
Eleanor Parker and her artist husband, 
Paul Clemens, the Ralph Cousers and 
Morgan Maree, Bob’s business manager. 
If the indoor barbecue smokes too much, 
Ursula whips up a single-plate supper 
featuring some of her German goulash 
concoctions with potato pancakes. That al- 
ways wows her husband. “I can’t speak a 
word of German,’ he assures her, “but 
what Germans eat sure gives me the 
message.” 

On his first flight to Europe with Ursula 
after they married he tapped back, “I’m 
rounding up my little Krauts and trying to 
make an impression. But it’s rough. So far 
I’m using Indian sign language.” 


Just making him happy 


The little Krauts aren’t so little any 
more; moreover, they’re no longer Krauts. 
Manuela, now thirteen, goes to a girls’ 


sal mineo’s thanksgiving miracle 


(Continued from page 36) and about Sal’s 
next picture and about the ’58 car designs 
and about some crazy new record albums 
and about all the other hep things they can 
think of. 

It will be different now; early that 
morning, however, with Mama Mineo 
there in her kitchen, alone, giving her 
thanks, looking up and quietly saying: 


“Thank You, dear God, for giving Poppa 
the strength to make good at what he 
started that time we needed Your help 
so much. 

Thank You, dear God, for your miracle in 
making Sal’s eye get better. 

Thank You for making Sarina and Mike 
and Victor strong and healthy now 
after what they’ve been through with 
sickness. 

Thank You 
children 
and for 
things. 

Thank You for the new house where we 
will all move soon and where You will 
always be welcome with love and 
respect. 

Thank You, most of all, for bringing us 
all together on this day.” 


for making all four of my 
get along so good together 
giving them so many good 


Yes, it will be different now with Mama 
Mineo there in her kitchen, alone, giving 
her thanks. “Because a mother is not as 
hep to the future as she is to the past— 


boarding school in Claremont, California, 
and Mike, eleven, drills at Brack-FoxEe 
Miuirary ScHoot in Hollywood. By now 
neither has much accent left and Ursula 
even less. Just to make things official, a 
few weeks ago Ursula took her oath as a 
U.S. citizen. As usual, none of Bob’s 
friends or studio colleagues knew about 
that momentous event until they read it in 
the papers. What they have known for 
some time, however, is that Ursula Thiess 
and her kids have brought to Bob Taylor’s 
life what a once lonesome man unhappily 
lacked. If Bob gets the little girl he wants 
next, things will be pretty complete. Then 
the only thing that would make Bob’s life 
perfect would be a few gray hairs—to ban- 
ish that beautiful tag which has clung to 
him all these years, to his annoyance. 

But if fretting’s required to sprout those 
silver threads, then Bob’s prospect of re- 
lief seems pretty dim. When a score of 
years aS a movie star, flying in a world 
war and two sessions as a married man 
can’t raise a worry wart, even the Atomic 
Age should hold no terrors. Nor does Bob 
figure on changing at this late date. “The 
way I live may seem dull to some people,” 
allows Bob, “but the way I am—it’s the 
way I like it.” 

And the way he is—that’s the way his 
wife loves him. That’s why she married 
him .. . that’s why she isn’t trying to 
change him. Just trying to make him as 
happy as she knows how to, by giving her 
family, her husband, the kind of life they 
both want... . 

Yes, Ursula Thiess Taylor is a woman to 
be applauded. She has made a new life for 
herself in a strange land and has come to 
call this new place home. She has adjusted 
to living happily with her husband and is 
a devoted wife and mother. “What woman,” 
Ursula asks, “could possess—or ask for— 
anything more?” END 


Bob’s now in MGM’s Tie On A DeEap 
JOcKEY and will soon be in MGM’s SappDLE 
THE WIND. 


because a mother remembers the past 
when others have forgotten or half-for- 
gotten. And there are things in the past 
that neither Mama Mineo, nor any of 
them, can ever forget... . 


The happiest they had ever been 


The day they moved from their first 
apartment to their first home, for one 
thing. That was fourteen years ago. 
Mama and Poppa Mineo had lived in the 
apartment ever since they were married. 
It was the apartment in which Mama 
Mineo had given birth—every second 
year for eight years—to her four children. 
It was a tiny Bronx apartment and after 
the children came it seemed to get tinier 
and tinier. 

“Poppa,” Mama Mineo said to her hus- 
band one night as they lay in bed, “the 
children have no room to play.” 

“Lo so,’ Pop said. “I know.” 

Mama Mineo looked over at the crib 
where Sarina, the daughter, was sleep- 
ing, then over at the door leading to the 
small room where the three boys slept. 
“We must buy a house,” she said. “Even 
though we are poor, we must buy a 
house,” 

“A house?” whispered Poppa. “How can 
we afford it?” he asked. 

“TJ don’t know,” Mama Mineo said, “but 
we must do it. The street downstairs is 
dangerous and it never gets the sun and 
the stairs are so high here on the fourth 


~ 


loor and yesterday I went up to the root 
‘o hang the clothes and I found Sal and 
\like standing near the edge looking 
jown....” She gasped. 

“We will get the house,” Pop said, tak- 
ng his wife’s hand in his. 

The house they picked out was on 217th 
Street. It was, as they all recall, the old- 
=st, most dilapidated house in the Bronx— 
sut it was a house, not just an apart- 
ment. That first morning Mama Mineo 
walked to the kitchen window. Then, 
softly, she began to cry. Poppa walked 
sver to her and put his arm around her 
waist, consolingly. “I know,” he said, 
‘sei stanca—you are tired.” 

Mama shook her head. “It’s not that 
I'm tired,” she said, beginning to smile 
through her tears. “It’s because . - .’ and 
she brought up her hand and pointed out 
the window, “. . - because, Poppa, look!” 
She was pointing out at the shabby gar- 
den in the back of the house, at Sal and 
Mike and Victor laughing and trying to 
climb the skinny peach tree, at Sarina 
sitting on the grass playing with a but- 
tercup she’d just pulled out of the ground. 
“Took at the room they have now,” Mama 
said, “at how safe they can play now, at 
how nice the sun shines down on them.” 

The Mineos stood watching the scene 
for a long, long time. It was the happiest 
they had ever been... - 


Something he'd never done before 


| Then there was the day about a year 
| later, probably the most important day 
j in the family’s life, when Pop went into 

business for himself. He and Mama had 

come to realize that they couldn’t make 
| a go of it on the money he was earning as 
'a laborer. And so Pop decided to do 
| something he’d never done before. He de- 
| cided to borrow money, and start a busi- 


| mess of his own. He knew something 


about coffin-making and chose that as the 
business he’d sink or swim with. 

The morning he opened his little shop, 
Mama kissed him goodbye at the door 
and wished him luck. An hour later, she 
showed up at the shop with the four 
children. 

“What are you all doing here?” Poppa 
asked, amazed. 

“T decided,” Mama said. 

‘Decided what?” Poppa asked. 

“T decided you needed a secretary,” 
Mama said. Before Poppa could say he 
couldn’t afford a secretary, she continued, 
“Now you are going to be busy making 
the coffins, no? So how are you going to 
have time to call up the parlors and get 
the orders? So that’s what Ill do. Tl 
get the orders for you. And I want a sal- 
ary for this, Poppa. And don’t make a 
face like that already. I mean that what- 
ever. little money extra you can give me 
for working, I want to put on the side for 
all the things we should give the children. 
You saw how Sal sat down at the piano 
when we went to your cousin’s house that 
time? Well, I want to get him a piano 
and give him lessons. And you see how 
Sarina is always dancing around the 
house? Well, I want to give her dancing 
lessons. And the other boys like to read 
and we've got to buy books and.. .” 

Pop realized there was no stopping 
Mama. “But what are we going to do 
with the children?” he asked. 

Mama had it all figured out. “Some 
days,” she said, “so they don’t forget who 
are their parents, they come here to the 
shop and they stay with us. Other days 
they can stay home. Listen to what we've 
planned!” She turned to her oldest son. 
“Victor, what are you going to do on 
those days?” 

“Tm going to take care of Mike and 
sweep the floors,” Victor said. 


“And you, Mike?” Mama Mineo asked, 
turning to her next-to-oldest. 

“I’m going to take care of Sal and wash 
the dishes,” Mike said. 

“And you, Sal?” 

Sal blinked his big black eyes and took 
hold of his baby sister’s hand. “I'm go- 
ing to take care of Sarina and take the 
garbage to the big pail out front every 
day,” he said. 

“See?” Mama said, turning back to 
Poppa. Then she sat down at a make- 
shift desk, picked up a classified telephone 
directory and got busy on the phone. It 
wasn’t long before Sal was taking his piano 
lessons, Sarina was learning her tap and 
ballet and the other boys were swamped 
with all the books they could read and 
took lessons on instruments. 


All sorts of mischief 


“Of course,” Mama Mineo recalls, “I had 
to take them to the shop more than I 
thought I’d have to. Because they were 
only children and they couldn’t seem to 
stay home all day without me and not get 
into some kind of mischief. One day Id 
be on my way home from the shop and 
an old man would stop me and say, “Mrs. 
Mineo, those boys of yours were on my 
roof today and they started a fire. And 
I’d say, ‘My boys would never do a thing 
like that!’ Another day a woman would 
stop me and say, “Mrs. Mineo, your Sal 
was up in my cherry tree today and 
picked all my cherries. And Td say, ‘My 
Sal doesn’t pick cherries from anybody’s 
trees—and, besides, why don’t you put 
a fence around it?’ And then I’d get home 
and I’d bawl the boys out for starting the 
fire and Sal for picking the cherries and 
when their father came home I'd tell him 
and suggest very loud that he should 
spank them. I think his hand would have 
fallen off, God forbid. But he’d make 


Helen Neushaefer 
SWISH NAIL POLISH REMOVER 


new Lanolin formula is gentle, 
safe and beneficial to cuticles; 
quick-acting, wonderfully fragrant. 


15¢ & 29¢* 


Helen Neushaefer 
NAIL POLISH 


with exclusive Plasteen... 


amazing chip-proofing ingredient 
applies easier, stays gleamingly set 
for days on end. 


Iridescent shades 20¢* 


15¢* 


Helen Neushaefer 
LIPSTICK 

with exclusive Super Lasteen... 
secret formula counteracts 


dryness, gives lips a 
gleaming, lasting luster. 39¢* 


*plus tax 


No Finer At Any Price 


elon Neushacter 


At Your Favorite Variety & Drug Store 


UNEXPURGATED! 


| ten when he got scarlet fever. 


ul 


Here's the whole story 
just as it was written by 


Grace Metalious 


the young New England housewife 


The explosive pest seller 


that lifts the lid off a 
) New England town 


op DELL 
aot ee 


respectable 


G 2) C eS M Cc a a lt OQ u “s 


The big #1 best seller 
about small town, U. S. A. 
that shocked all America! 


ONLY 


00: 


[NP A-P E, RoBgA GK S 


Be sure to see the great 
20th Century-Fox motion picture 


starring Lana Turner 


IE BEE Suil; 


~ a s e aeT E 


believe he was very angry because it ~ 


| was important to teach them discipline.” |) 


Days of no laughter 


And then there were the very bad days, +) 
the days of no laughter, the days of sick- -} 
ness and doctor bills and prayers to God 
and all the saints to please make the chil- * 
dren all right again. ‘ 

Mike was the first to get sick. He was | 
For forty 4 
days he had to remain in his bed, quiet, » 
all the shades drawn, unable to see any- | 
one but his mother and the doctor. i; 

Sal,- eight years old at the time, was 
next. Mike had just recovered from the 
fever when Sal came down with it. To 
top it off, Sal’s attack was worse than 
his brother’s and he had to stay in bed 
for sixty days. 

Sal had barely recovered when all four 
children got the mumps. “We didn’t want 
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to take any of our medicine,” Sal recalls. 
“Sometimes we would even cry because 
we didn’t want to take it. And some- 
times Poppa would feel for us and help | 
us pour it down the sink.” j 

Then, shortly after, they all got the | 
whooping cough and Victor got it so bad 
that he’d black out and pass out con- 
stantly and Mama Mineo had to scrape 
together what little savings she and Poppa | 
had and take the boy to the country for 
two months. 

It wasn’t long after this that Sal started 
having trouble with his eye. He was} 
supposed to wear a patch over it for a 
few weeks. But like Sal says, “I was in 
The King And I on Broadway—I had one 
of the child roles—and I just couldn't 
wear a big black patch on my eye.” So 
Sal’s eye took the strain and the eye 
didn’t get any better. Finally it took a 


«hole series of treatments to clear up the 
“ondition which had become so nearly 
ragic. 

And then came the worst day of all, six 
‘ears ago, when a doctor was called to 
he house to see what was wrong with 
jitle Sarina and the doctor told Mama 
id Poppa Mineo that the girl had polio 
end that she might die. 

“Before I found out that Sarina was so 
ick,” Sal says, “I used to spend all my 
spare time writing her crazy joke cards 
with drawings and pictures I used to 
ake. Then, when I found out how serious 
ier condition was, I somehow didn’t feel 
ike making the joke cards anymore or 
aking the crazy pictures. Instead I be- 
zan to sit down and write her letters 
aow—long, serious letters. This is when 
- became very serious myself. I wasn’t 

lhe life of the party anymore. I was 
| sriting these letters, I found, as a much 
more mature person. I began to under- 
stand people a lot more and got a different 
putlook on life. Maybe this is how I 
lbegan to become an actor. Anyway, I 
l;rote Sarina all these letters and as I 
wrote them I used to think to myself, 
iShe’s so young. Why did it ever have to 
appen to her? I’m a boy—and I’m older 
peutes: Why doesnt it happen to me 
\\mstead?” 


‘4is dream come true 
Sal and his mother never talked about 


| 
| Sarina after that night on the subway. 
But he knew, from his mother’s expres- 
‘sions, from the way she was acting, that 
lhis sister’s condition was getting worse 
land worse. He knew, too, when Sarina’s 
\condition was at its most critical point. 
And then one morning he woke up and 
jae smiled and he rushed into his folks’ 
bedroom. 


“Mama ... Poppa,” he yelled, “I just 


had a dream and a saint came down and 
told me not to worry, that Sarina’s going 
to be all right.” 

At eight o’clock that night he took the 
subway back to the theater for the eve- 
ning performance. No doctor had come 
to talk to him. He knew no more now 
than he did before. 

But at’ eleven o’clock, when the show 
and the curtain calls were over and Sal 
walked off the stage and into the wings, 
he saw his mother standing talking and 
laughing—talking and laughing—with one 
of the stagehands and he knew, right then 
and there—his dream had come true. 

Mama Mineo remembers this night, too. 
And she will remember it on Thanksgiv- 
ing morning as she prepares her big 
meal, along with all those other times of 
past laughter and tears. 


Sal's miracle 

And she will remember other times, 
too, more recent times. 

Like the time last June when Sal had 
to have that operation on his eye. It all 
started one night after Sal had come home 
after a long personal appearance tour. 
He was tired and had gone right to bed. 
He had closed his eyes immediately. Then 
he opened them and brought up his hand 
and rubbed his left eye. There was 
something in it. He rubbed it again, and 
then again, but whatever it was wouldn’t 
come out. “I jumped up and ran to the 
mirror,” Sal says. “I saw that the eye 
was red and swollen—more than it would 
be if I had just gotten a little speck of 
dirt in it. The next morning I told Mama 
about it and she got scared. I went to 
the doctor that afternoon and he’ said it 
was lucky I had come when I did—that 
what I had was serious. I had an ulcer on 
my eye, he said, and I would have to 
have an operation. 


_ two gave their opinions. 


Then when I had the operation and it 
was a success and I knew that I would 
have my eyesight, Mama and I looked at 
each other and knew—knew that God had 
given me my eyesight and that it was 
a miracle.” 

Like the 


wonderful times when a 
mother watches her children—playing, 
talking, working together—and knows that 
they are happy. 

“It’s so good the way they get along,” 
Mama Mineo said. “Just the other day 
they went to buy a new -car and they 
acted more like three detectives than any- 
thing else. First they got all the books 
they could on the car and read them. 
Then they went to the store to look at the 
car—and Mike looked on the top of the 
car and Sal on the bottom and Victor on 
the inside. And then they got together 
and had this big whispering session and 
one said, ‘Don’t you think he’s charging 
us a little bit too much?’ and the other 
And by the 
time they came to a conclusion and 
bought the car you would have thought 
they’d just decided something for the UN 
or something like that.” 

Mama Mineo will stop and smile as she 
thinks of this. And then she'll wipe her 
eyes a little with the bottom of her apron 
and get back to work. Because, after all, 
today is Thanksgiving and the family will 
be up soon and down in the kitchen and 
Sarina will want to see how the turkey 
is browning in the oven and Poppa will 
want his coffee and his holiday buns and 
Sal, as usual, will sneak a couple of meat- 
balls out of the meatball pot and the 
other boys will start picking at the fruit 
salad and—well, a mother’s got only so 
much time to give her Thanks. END 


Sal Mineo can now be seen in Colum- 
bia’s THE Younc DonvT Cry. 


| 
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‘..FOR’TODAY’S LOOK 
OF CASUAL LOVELINESS 


In case you haven’t noticed, the siren is “old hat” these days. No 

more silly attempts to look sultry in shorts—or cafe-society in an 

apron. And brisk modern living has ended the studied effect in 

make-up, too. Casual loveliness has taken its.place . . 
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If you did not or cannot finish high school, here is 
your opportunity. Study in spare time at home. Go 
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You needn't be! Now you can 
remove unwanted hair forever 
— in the privacy of your home 
— with the famous Mahler Hair 
Mm Removal Epilator! Acclaimed 
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destroys the hair root perma- 
nently! By following our instruc- 
tions you, too, can learn to use 
th 
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tommy and me 


(Continued from page 44) down. Maybe I 
can help you.” 

“Molly Bee?” he said, and he smiled 
warmly. “Gosh, I’ve been listening to you 
for a long time and I think you're swell. 
But I’m afraid there’s nothing you can do 
for me. My name’s Tommy Sands. I’m a 
singer—country style singer, from Chicago. 
And I wanted to talk to Mr. Stone about 
getting a chance to sing on this show.” 

“Now you just wait here,’ I said, and I 
went over to our band leader, Bill Stran- 
ger, and stuck my big neck out. “Why not 
give this boy a chance?” I said. “Let him 
ang here tonight and show what he can 

Ove 

Bill was nice about it, and Tommy got 
out on the stage and sang. He did a bal- 
lad, then a shake, rattle and roll number, 
and the crowd went wild. 


Very much afraid 


I noticed that even though this young 
stranger from Chicago was shy when he 
was with people, the minute he got out on 
a stage and opened his mouth to sing, he 
lost all of his shyness and was a performer 
through and through. 

After the hit he scored, he was invited 
to come back next week. This time, Cliffie 
was around to hear him and he signed him 
for a guest shot on Tennessee Ernie’s show. 

Tommy and I clicked from the very be- 
ginning—as friends, real sincere friends 
who could talk things over, offer comfort, 
courage and laughs. In fact, we went to- 
gether like this for eight months before 
Tommy asked me for a date! 

Tommy didn’t ask me for a date sooner 
because he was broke. He had come to 
Hollywood with his mother and the going 
was very rough. Aside from an occasional 
job on the Tennessee Ernie show, he had 
no job, or prospect of one. He was feeling 
very low at this time and was afraid he’d 
never get anywhere. ‘Old Bottom Lip’ I’d 
call him, because when he felt low that 
lower lip would jut out dolefully. 

I love to give dancing parties at my 
house for my friends. I made it a point 
to invite Tommy all the time, even though 
he didn’t want to come at first because he 
didn’t think he’d mix. I felt sorry for him. 
He was such a warm, likable fellow. but 
he didn’t know any girls and was so shy 
he couldn’t get up the gumption to talk 
to them. I'd have lots of kids I knew from 
TV at my parties—kids like Jimmy Boyd 
and some other fellows who were hillbilly 
guitar players, and we’d sing, dance and 
laugh it up. Tommy couldn’t dance well 
at that time, so I began to teach him. The 
girls liked him, but Tommy had such an 
inferiority complex he never asked any of 
them for a date. My girl friends used to 
call me after a party and ask, “Why didn’t 
that cute-looking guy with the dark hair 
ask for my phone number? I’d sure like 
to go out with him.” 

When I'd ask Tommy, he’d squirm and 
say, “I can’t ask a girl out unless I can 
take her somewhere, can I? And what 
will I use for money?” 

When Tommy became a regular on 
Hometown Jamboree we used to drive to 
the show together in my car. Once, Tom- 
my and I sang a hillbilly duet together— 
a thing we’d practiced at my house—and 
the audience loved it. We began to sing 
together quite a bit after that. 


Seo happy for him 


One night after the show, Tommy looked 
so excited I knew he had something to tell 
me—some really big news. He said he 
was leaving for New York to do the lead in 
a big-time tv show called The Singin’ 
Idol, a story about an Elvis Presley type 
of singer. 


“In fact,’ Tommy explained, “they) 
wanted Elvis for it originally, but he 
busy with his picture so Colonel Parke: 
recommended me for the part. I get to ac 
as well as sing in it. It’s a great role. 
sure hope I go over.’ 

Well, I just flipped over that. I was sc’ 
happy for him that I threw my arms 
around him and cried, “Tommy, this is th¢ 
big break. I just know it.” 

I promised to watch him—as thougt | 
anything could have kept me from it. }| 
was amazed. Id always had a feeling tha’ 
there was great depth and talent in Tom- 
my, but this time I saw it before my owr 
eyes as he brought the character to life 
I knew that he had it made. This wa: 
Tommy’s big break—and he had clicked. 

How big he had clicked I didn’t reall; 
know until he got home a few days late: 
and came to see me on the Jamboree| 
There was Tommy, smiling and handsom: 
in a smart, new gray suit _and narroy | 
black tie, and saying to me, “Will you ge! 
out with me? Now I feel I can ask yo. 
for a date. Ill drive you home.” 

“But you have no car,” I started to say 

“Just follow me, madame,” he said, lead-| 
ing me by the hand. Outside stood < 
bright red, new convertible. He openec 
the door with a flourish and said, “Enter 
You're the first girl to ride in my ney 
Calne 

He was feeling fabulous that night. H« 
sang as he drove, and I joined him. He 
took me to a movie, and no man buying < 
gift of diamonds for a girl could have beer 


Alec Guinness, who co-stars with 
William Holden and Jack Hawkins 
in The Bridge On The River Kwai, 
was being interviewed by the local 
radio station in Ceylon during lo- 
cation shooting, and the pretty 
lady announcer gushed out: 

“We are proud to present that 
famous film star Alex Guinness." 

“Excuse me young lady," said 
Guinness interrupting. ‘I'm afraid 
you'll have to. start all over again. 
The name is Alec—not Alex." 


any prouder than Tommy when he paic 
for the two movie tickets. 

This big step in Tommy’s career mad: 
him feel more secure and happier than h: 
had ever been in his life. For the firs] 
time he realized he could permit himsel | 
to look ahead to a future of promise. Tom. | 
my and I had been seeing each other con | 
stantly for eight months, but this was th 
first time we dated as a boy and a girl whi} 
were drawn together by a great attractior | 
We have been dating ever since. 


Just for two to share 


Tommy and I have become so close tha 
we have signals for all the world to see—} 
but just for the two of us to share. Fo/| 
instance, when Tommy is on Tv, at som | 
time during the show he winks his lef/ 
eye. That’s a signal that he’s thinking o 
me and saying “Hello.” When I’m singin; 
on tv, I wink with my right eye, and tha 
tells Tommy I’m thinking of him at tha 
moment. i 

We send each other crazy telegram / 
when we're apart. For instance, whe! 
Tommy was in Buffalo on July Fourth, h | 
sent me this wire: Happy FoURTH FRO? 
Nick, NataLie, ELviIs AND ALL THE KIDS. | 

When I appeared on Matinee Theatre o1) 
tv I did my first straight acting role an: 
Tommy promised he’d watch me. In on} 
scene I was to take hold of a broom an 
sweep. As I swept, I did something tha 
wasn’t in the script: I began to hum Ring 
Ding Ding, which was Tommy’s latest hi 
record, and I winked broadly. This bi 
wasn’t lost on Tommy. He told me lates 


iz 


| that he almost fell off his chair, laughing. 


We enjoy being together so much that 


- even minor catastrophes send us into gales 
: of laughter. The other Sunday we decided 


to go picnicking. We had all the food 
earefully set out under a tree, when sud- 


| denly swarms of bees—there must have 
2) been millions of them—came down on us. 
° We got up and dashed off in Tommy’s red 
‘ eenvertible and drove for hours until we 


found another isolated spot, miles away. 


‘ “Boy, ’m so hungry I could eat a cow,” 


Tommy said. “So am I,” said I. Then 


1: we looked at each other dumbly. Wed 
! left our lunch behind. 


| The crazy things they do! 


Another time we went out in an out- 
board motorboat on a quiet little lake with 
no one around. We intended to stay out 
only a couple of hours, because Tommy 
was supposed to appear on a radio show 
that night. We were in the middle of the 
lake when the motor suddenly conked out. 
To make matters worse, we got stuck on 
top of a big, sharp rock that was scraping 
against the bottom of the boat. I was sure 
the rock would spring a hole and we'd 
sink. “I ean’t swim,” I wailed. “And I 
ean’t get this thing started,” said Tommy. 
“Pye never run a motor boat before.” 
Tommy made the studio with only minutes 
to spare. 

When Tommy calls at my house to take 
me out for the evening, I never know what 
to expect. The other night he said we'd 
go dancing, so I got dressed up in a pretty 
blue, fluffy gown. When I walked into the 
living room, there was Tommy in levis, a 
silly red hat and gosh-awful yellow T- 
shirt. He laughed his head off when he 
saw me all decked out. “Oh, so you want 
to annoy me?” I said. “All right, boy, Pl 
show you,” and back I went to my room. 
I came out again with my hair braided in 


long pigtails, in jeans, a checked shirt and 
bare feet. 

Tommy stood up and bowed low. “This 
is the way I like to see my girl,” he said, 
and handed me his arm. We walked out 
in mock dignity. Instead of dancing, we 
rode horses and ended up at our favorite 
drive-in for hamburgs and Cokes. That’s 
our idea of the most fun, although we go 
out on the town now and then, too. When 
Lena Horne appeared at the Grove, Tommy 
and I just had to see her. Tommy called 
and made a reservation. “A table for two 
for Tommy Sands,” he said. “Please give 
us a good table.” 

Off we went, dressed to kill, looking for- 
ward to a big night. When Tommy men- 
tioned his name to the headwaiter, the 


For a gag, hair stylist Gene Sha- 
cove has a photo of Yul Brynner 
on which is written: "Il never could 
have made it without you." 


Sidney Skolsky in the N.Y. Post 


man pulled a blank. “Thomas who?” he 
said. “Thomas—I mean, Tommy Sands,” 
he said, tugging at his tie. The maitre de 
shrugged his shoulders and led us to a 
table in the rear. 

“Well, well,” said Tommy, as we sat 
down at our little table which must have 
been miles from the stage. “Aren’t you 
glad you’re out with a big shot tonight? 
Next time I’ll say my name is Pat Boone.” 

Although we understand each other 
well, we had a misunderstanding not long 
ago that might have become serious if a 
friend hadn’t put a stop to it. 

Tommy had played a six-week engage- 
ment in New York’s Roxy Theatre. Every 
other night he’d call me, and he was very 
happy with the success of his engagement. 


He was coming home by train—Tommy 
hates to fly—and I promised to pick him 
up at the station in Pasadena the next 
morning. I was working in Summer Love 
at U-I, and the next morning I received an 
unexpected call to report at the studio at 
six. It was impossible to get word to 
Tommy that I couldn’t meet him, so I just 
hoped he’d get the idea after a while and 
flag a taxi for home. I learned later that 
Tommy had sat around in the Pasadena 
station all“morning waiting for me, and 
was furious when I never showed up. 

That night he didn’t call me, and I real- 
ized that he must be fit to be tied. But I 
was angry, too, to think that he wouldn't 
get it through his noggin that something 
mighty serious must have come up to 


_ make it impossible for me to be there. So 


I fumed, too. Neither of us would break 
down and call the other, and for the next 
few days we were both miserable. 


“Listen, you two idiots... 


It was our good friend, Kenny Miller, 
who finally stepped in. He brought Tom- 
my to Jamboree one night, and when the 
show was over we all drove to Hollywood 
for dinner. Tommy and I sat next to each 
other in his car but we didn’t say a word. 
When Tommy wanted to ask me some- 
thing, he’d say to Kenny, “Ask our girl 
friend if she’d like to have spaghetti to- 
night.” And I’d relay my reply to Tommy 
through Kenny. This little act went on all 
through dinner, and when we got back 
into the car Kenny lit into us. “Listen, you 
two idiots, this whole thing is too crazy 
for words. Tommy, if you weren’t such a 
stupid blockhead, you’d ask Molly why 
she didn’t meet you and give her a chance 
to explain. And Molly, if you weren't 
such a high-spirited little filly, you’d take 
Tommy’s hand and say, ‘Look, I didn’t 
mean to stand you up.’ And as for me, 'm 
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LOVELIER SKIN 
IN 7 DAYS 


...or you get your money back! 


Here’s your chance to see how lovely your skin 
can be with proper care and the proper soap ... 
that means, lather-massage a full minute morn- 
ing and night with Cuticura Soap. 


Cuticura Soap does such wonderful things for 
your skin because it is: Mildest of all leading 
soaps by actual laboratory test. Uniquely super- 
emollient to help maintain the natural moisture 
and normal, healthy acidity of your skin. Mildly 
medicated for extra skin care and protection. 

For problem skin—hateful blackheads, externally 
caused pimples, flaky dryness—use Cuticura 
Ointment nightly to soften as it soothes and 
relieves. 


See exciting new softness, smooth- 
ness, radiance in 7 days—or return 
bar and wrapper to Cuticura for full 
refund. 


Send 10¢ (no stamps) to cover 
mailing for generous trial size 
Cuticura Soap and Squeeze Bot- 
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Dept. DM-711, Malden 48, Mass. 
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refreshing skin con- 
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At Drug Stores Everywhere. 
THE S.S.$. COMPANY, ATLANTA, GA. 


Why Pay More? Guaranteed, Best Quality 


SERVAL ZIPPERS ffi 


at Notion Counters Everywhere 
dist. by: N.Y. Merchandise Co., 32 W. 23rd St., N.Y.C. 


Last chance for FREE SAMPLE 
of Ply-Craft shapes that make 
life-like 3-D models of Birds 
and Dogs. Glue and sandpaper 
included. No Tools Needed. 
Looks as if handcarved from a 
Solid Block. Send 25c¢ to cover 
postage and handling. Or send 
$1.00 for 4 models and get 
4 models FREE. All different. 
For Children and Grown-Ups. 
ZENITH CORP., Dept. 60 

Queens Village 29, New York 


EAR WAX DROPS for 
fast temporary relief of 
accumulated wax condition 


TOOTHACHE? 
ask your druggist for DENT’S 
TOOTH GUM, TOOTH DROPS or LOTION-JEL 


SONG POEMS WANTED 


To be set to music. Send your poems today for free 
examination! 
J. CHAS. McNEIL (A. B. Master of Music) 


510-RG So. Alexandria 


No Nagging 
Backache Means a 
Good Night’s Sleep 


Nagging backache, headache, or muscular aches and 
pains may come on with over-exertion, emotional up- 
sets or day to day stress and strain. And folks who 
eat and drink unwisely sometimes suffer mild bladder 
irritation...with that restless, uncomfortable feeling. 

If you are miserable and worn out because of 
these discomforts, Doan’s Pills often help by their 
pain relieving action, by their soothing effect to ease 
bladder irritation, and by their mild diuretic action 
through the kidneys—tending to increase the output 
of the 15 miles of kidney tubes. 

Soif nagging backache makes you feel dragged-out, 
miserable, with restless, sleepless nights, don’t wait, 
try Doan’s Pills, get the same happy relief millions 
have enjoyed for over 60 years. Ask for new, large, 
economy sizeandsavemoney. Get Doan’s Pills today ! 


Los Angeles 5, Calif. 


hopping out and letting you two settle this 
foolishness by yourselves.” 

When Kenny stormed away, Tommy and 
I looked at each other, trying to keep up 
our stony expressions, but we broke down 
and burst out laughing instead. 


Never been so happy 


As we drove home, Tommy nonchalantly 
said, “Oh, by the way, I bought you a lit- 
tle present from New York.” 

He reached for the glove compartment 
and pulled out a little box. From it, he 
took out a ring and placed it tenderly on 
my finger. I gasped when I saw it: a 
friendship ring with two hearts entwined, 
studded with diamonds and rubies. I was 
so touched I began to choke up. For once, 
I couldn’t think of a word to say and I just 
stared at that ring. When Tommy saw me 
so quiet, he looked worried. “Don’t you 
like it, Moll?” he asked. “Oh, Tommy,” I 
said fuzzily, “you big idiot. It’s just beau- 
tiful. I've never been so happy in my life.” 


The friendship ring means just that—a 
rich, wonderful friendship between a boy 
and a girl. If, deep down, what we feel is 
_more than friendship toward each other © 


we are trying to hide it. We don’t dare 
think of marriage. Tommy is only nine- 
teen, and on the threshold of a fabulous 
career as an actor as well as a singer. He 
has just signed with 20TH CrnTURY-Fox 
and they have big hopes for him. For 
eleven years, Tommy worked and prayed 
for a break. He practically starved, and 
now that glory is in sight, I would be 
the last to want to spoil it. I am just 
as much aware as Tommy is that as a 
teenage idol, marriage might ruin his 
career. 

Meanwhile, it’s fun and exciting to date 
Tommy. And I will always wear the ring 
that Tommy gave me—the ring that is the 


phe shires: — ee sore a omgpetaati las Sac meee eee et 


symbol of our deep and lasting sc 7 
ND 


Watch for Tommy soon in 20th Century- 
Fox’s THE Srnctn’ Ino. 


the Lord taketh away 


(Continued from page 59) excitedly. “She 
was just here, her and her husband .. . 
And she wore a big red coat and I could 
see she was wearing tight black pants.” 

“And when she opened the door once I 
could see she wasn’t wearing any shoes,” 
Eddy said. 

“And her hair was very messed up,” 
little Dicky added. He squinted. “Do 
you believe us?” 


Just like the other housewives 


The Raynors looked at the autographs, 
then at each other. After lots of coaxing, 
they drove the boys to the beach for an- 
other look. 

Yes, there was a Lincoln convertible 
parked there all right, with two people 
standing alongside it, looking out at the 
ocean. And when the blonde girl turned 
to say something to the man, there was 
no mistaking it—it was Marilyn Monroe. 

Marilyn’s and Stella’s eyes met a mo- 
ment later. Marilyn smiled and waved. 
Stella smiled and waved back and called 
out, “Welcome to Amagansett.” 

Marilyn and Arthur walked over to the 
Raynor car. They introduced themselves 
and the two couples shook hands all the 
way around. 

Then, after talking a little about lots of 
little things, Marilyn asked Stella if she 
knew whether Topprne’s, the local grocery- 
butcher shop-and-soda fountain delivered. 
“We just got here and our cupboard looks 
like Mother Hubbard’s,” she said. 

“Oh, sure they deliver,” Stella said. 
“Here—” She reached into her husband’s 
pocket for a pencil. “Ill write down their 
number for you.” 

Marilyn and Arthur thanked them very 
much and after a few more words they 
said goodbye and walked back to their 
car. 

It was bright and early the next morn- 
ing—about 8:15—when Bob O’Brien, the 
check-out clerk and delivery boy at 
Toppine’s arrived at the cheery little house 
the Millers were renting on a piece of 
land known as Stony Hill Farm. Marilyn 
had phoned her order in the night before 
and Bob was lugging it to the door now 
and secretly hoping for a peek at the 
star. 

He nearly fell over when the star her- 
self came to the door. 

“Hi,” he said. “I’m Bob O’Brien.” 

“And I’m Mrs. Miller,” Marilyn said. 

Then they began to talk, the big Holly- 
wood actress and the happy delivery boy. 

“Mrs. Miller,” Bob finally asked, “could 
IT ask you a favor? I wonder if sometime 


before the summer’s over I can bring a 


camera and get somebody to take a pic- ~ 


ture of us together. It sure would be 
something for the fellows down at school 
to see.” 


“Tll be happy to do that,” Marilyn said. 7 


“Oh boy,” Bob shouted, rushing off. 


Marilyn drove up to Topprnc’s the next _ 


morning in her own ear, a black Thun- 


derbird—no need, she’d decided, to phone | 


her order in. Here in Amagansett I can 
just walk into the grocery and shop like 
all the other housewives do... . 

For the next fifteen or twenty minutes, 
Marilyn happily roamed the store. And, 
slowly, her cart began to fill up with 


canned cherries and angel-food cake mix | 


and a couple of different kinds of ice 
cream and “two pounds of ground beef 

. and a few lamb chops for tomorrow, 
and maybe some steaks. And can you cut 
the steaks thick, please? My husband likes 
them thick.” 

And as she left, a couple more people 
standing around—not strangers suddenly, 
but neighbors and friends—stopped to say 
Hello ... how are you? ... Hello ... 


During the filming of The Pride And 
The Passion on location in Spain, 
the on-lookers kept sneaking on the 
set to collect autographs. Until 
finally Cary Grant, fast developing 
a case of writer's cramp, quipped 
—"l want: to be judged by my per- 
formance, not my penmanship!" 


A man and his wife were the next to 
talk to Marilyn. The man was Roger 
Mattei, owner of THE Corsican RESTAU- 
RANT, just down the street. The woman 
was his wife, Helen. 

“We'd love for you and Mr. Miller to 
come to our restaurant for dinner some 
night,’ Helen told Marilyn. 

“And,” Roger added, “don’t worry about 


maybe there not being something on the/| 


menu you like. I know that you like 
Lobster Monaco, stuffed with the clams 
and the shrimps, and that you like the 
sliced filet mignon Bordelaise, and I will 
prepare either of them for you any time 
you wish.” 

Marilyn was amazed. “But how do you 
know. Mr. Mattei?” she asked. 


Just like her own home town 

The chef nodded wisely. “For many 
years,” he said, “I am a chef in New York 
and, of course, I know many other chefs 
and when I hear you are coming to Ama- 
ganset*:I telephone the chefs 
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them what are your favorites. It is that 
imple. We always do that, when we can— 
Gad out what our new neighbors here 
ike to eat, just in case they become our 
ustomers!” 

“Suddenly,” Marilyn said to Arthur, 
‘elling him about it later, “suddenly these 
yeople were my neighbors .. . and this, 
well, I felt as if this place was finally 
my home town... .” 

The next six weeks were wonderiul for 
Wiarilyn and Arthur and the neighbors otf 
Amagansett. _ 

“Practically every morning Marilyn and 
yer husband came to the beach for about 
wn hour,” one local boy said, “and they 
isually walked up a ways and they'd go 
urf-casting. Sometimes some out-oi- 
owners would come and walk right by 
hem and stand around for a while. But 
xe could see it made them embarrassed 

jand so when we saw them we'd just wave 
and they’d wave back and then they'd 
jo their suri-casting. 


}A most wonderful six weeks 


| “Then in the afternoon—me and the 
| ther fellows could see all this from the 
\iretower—in the afternoon, they'd sit 
jaround the garden. She'd always be 
\dressed in shorts and be watering the 
|zarden or fixing some of the flowers up 
‘|5r something. And Mr. Miller would be 
dressed in shoris, too. but he'd usually 
/pe sitting reading a book. Or sometimes 
jpned bring a typewriter out and start 
| cyping away. And that’s the way it would 
pe a lot of the time. Just the two of 
‘|them together like that. 
|| “And then other times, usually over the 
weekend, thered be other people there 
with them to keep them company. Once 
‘an old couple came and it turned out to 
‘be Mr. Miller's mother and father from 


more times and always brought two chil- 
dren with them, a boy and a girl, who 
turned out to be Mr. Miller’s children by 


his first marriage. And that’s when it 
really looked like they were all having 
fun there—Mr. Miller playing catch with 
his son and Marilyn and Mr. Miller’s 
daughter and mother preparing a big 


-cook-out with hot dogs and steaks and 


potato salad and some kind of cake Mr. 
Miller’s mother used to bring from Brook- 
lyn, I think, because it was always in a 
pan and she always used to make Marilyn 
sniff it first and then her son before she 
Cubitt 


Neen EEE 


Orson Welles’ daughter Christo- 
pher has taken a job in Chicago. 
Soon after Christopher was born, 
the Welles’ Hollywood neighbor— 
Shirley Temple—asked Welles: “'Is 
Christopher going into the 
movies?" ... ‘Not until she's two," 
Welles replied, ‘“because first | 
want her to have a normal. child- 
hood.” 


EEE 


“At night,’ remembers another Ama- 
gansite, a woman, “they usually stayed at 
home, just the two of them. Mrs. Miller 
prepared supper and did the dishes and 
acted just like any ordinary housewife 
around here. And sometimes—I know this 
for a fact. because my husband and I were 
doing the same thing once and saw them— 
they would get into their car at about 10 
o’clock and drive to the ocean and take off 
their shoes and just walk along the beach. 
holding hands, close to the water, talking 


and laughing and then not talking and 
not laughing but just walking . . . well, 
again, just walking along like any other 
ordinary couple in love.” 


Signs of something extraordinary 

And, like any other ordinary married 
young woman in love, Marilyn gradually 
began to show signs of something both 
ordinary and extraordinary at the same 
time. 

It showed first where it shows with all 
women—in their eyes, in the way their 
eyes seem a little larger than they've ever 
seemed before and more sparkling and 
wiser and happier. 

And then it began to show, just a little, 
in her figure. 

She was in the post office one day, mail- 
ing a letter she’d just written to Arthur's 
children. when two old women walked in. 
They were nice old women—white-haired, 
sweet-faced, be-spectacled and all that. 
And to them Mrs. Arthur Miller was just 
like a Mrs. Frank Jones or a Mrs. Stanley 
Smith. 

“Tm sure.” one of them said to Marilyn 
sweetly as she began to leave the post 
office. “I’m sure that were not the first 
to congratulate you, but...” 

“Congratulate me?” Marilyn asked, 
puzzled. 

“Qh now. Mrs. Miller,” the second little 
old lady said, shaking a finger. 

“Oh now, what?” Marilyn asked. 

“Mrs. Miller,” the first woman said, “we 
just wanted to congratulate you on 
your ... your enceinte condition.” 

Marilyn didn’t know much French. 
But she did know that enceinte meant 
pregnant. 

“Qh.” she said, softly. Then she began 
to blush. “I...1.. .” she started to say. 

“You ARE enceinte, arent you?” the 
second woman asked. 
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Bobbie is one of three 
semi-finalists in Campana’s 
nationwide College 

Beauty Queen Contest. 
Winner receives a 

ten day trip to Hawaii 

via Northwest Orient 


Royal Hawaiian Hotel. 


Zeta Tau Alpha, 

DUKE UNIVERSITY, 

says “I love SOLITAIR! 
It’s lovely for evening but 
light enough to look 
wonderful in daylight.” 


College Beauties 


prefer \clitain 


Bobbie Herb, 


the young make-up 
with the NATURAL look 
Ti’s the young look...the clear, fresh beauty 


Solitair gives that has captured the hearts of lovely 
co-eds all over the country. Solitair—with a 


remarkable new skin discovery called Vita-Lite— 


Airlines and 
will stay at the 


gives such a smooth, fresh, natural look 
that it’s a campus favorite by day—a girl’s best 
friend by candlelight! 

Smooth on Solitair with a moist sponge— 
Vita-Lite penetrates... helps restore moisture... 
stimulates circulation. Suddenly you're lovelier than 
ever—and day by day your complexion improves 
...tired lines seem to disappear. 

See for yourself. Get Solitair, the “‘moisture 


miracle” make-up...for the youngest, 
prettiest face you've ever had! 


by CAMPANA 


35¢, 69¢, $1.25 plus tax in better drug and all variety stores 


Like Walking 
on Pillows: 


Dr. Scholl’s 
AIR-PILLO INSOLES 

Make Any Sh Air-Cushioned, 

Air Tyenriieiautsnee ioe Baily 60¢ 


1. Relieve Painful Callouses, Tenderness. 


2. Give Your Feet A Soft Bed to Res?! Upon — 
Ease Pressure on Nerves of Feet. 


3. Perforated, Ventilated Latex Foam to Help 
Keep Feet Dry and Maintain Foot Health. 
Try this modern miracle of walking ease that air- 
cushions your feet from toe to heel. You’ll never be 
without it. Get _a pair today. At Drug, Shoe, 5-10¢ 
Stores and Dr. Scholl’s Foot Comfort® Shops. 


D' Scholls AUR-PILLO Insoles 


Shrinks Hemorrhoids 
New Way Without Surgery 


Science Finds Healing Substance That 
Relieves Pain—Shrinks Hemorrhoids 

For the first time science has found a 
new healing substance with the astonishing 
ability to shrink hemorrhoids and to relieve 
pain — without surgery. 

In case after case, while gently relieving 
pain, actual reduction (shrinkage) took 
place. 

Most amazing of all — results were so 
thorough that sufferers made astonishing 
statements like ‘Piles have ceased to be a 
problem!” 

The secret is a new healing substance 
(Bio-Dyne*)—discovery of a world-famous 
research institute, 

This substance is now available in sup- 
pository or ointment form under the name 
Preparation H.* Ask for it at all drug count- 
ers—money back guarantee, “Reg. U.S. Pat. Off. 


SHORTHAND 'N 


Famous SPEEDWRITING shorthand. 120 
words per minute. No symbols, no 
machines: uses ABC’s, Easiest to 
learn, write and transcribe. Low cost. 
For business and Civil Service. Over 
350,000 graduates. Typing available. 
35th year. Write for FREE booklet to: 


Speedwriting 


Dept. 811-7,55W.42St., Begs 


Perforated \ 
Ventilated 


| SAY GOODBYE TO 


THE ITCHING « THE SCALES + THE SORES OF 


PSORIASIS! 


Why put up with embarrassing lesions of skin and scalp? 
START HEALING—CLEAR YOUR SKIN WITH 


Clear your skin in a matter of weeks 
with SORGON, the new scientific 
ointment formula proven successful 
in resistant cases. Easy to apply. No 


discomfort. Pleasant odor. Non- 


staining. 
Send $1.00 for Trial Size 


F.L.CORP., 14601 W.:8 MILE RD. 
DETROIT 35, MICHIGAN 


Marilyn smiled. “I. I think so,” she 
ee And then Marilyn said goodbye and 
eft 

“Mmmmmmm,” said the 
turning to her friend, 


first woman 
“T know so.” 


The news was all over town within a | 


couple of hours. 

It all lasted for about a week after 
that—the fun of everyone in town play- 
ing armchair godmother and godfather to 
a baby who was still seven months away 
but whom everyone was waiting for as if 
the baby was their own—because they 
had come to love the baby’s parents so 
much already. 

And then, suddenly, at about eleven on 
the morning of Thursday, August Ist, the 
happiness came to a sudden end. 

At first, Marilyn thought the pain was 
something momentary. But after a few 
minutes it began to grow worse instead of 
better. Suddenly, she clutched her abdo- 
men and fell on her knees. “Arthur,” she 
called. Her voice was unnaturally weak. 
She tried to scream. “Arthur ... ARTHUR!” 

Arthur lifted Marilyn from the grass 
and gently, as gently as he could, carried 
her up to their bedroom. 


"Please, God. 


“The baby,” Marilyn moaned as he 
placed her on the bed and as she clutched 
her stomach again. She began to cry and 
the tears began to come uncontrollably. 
“Tm afraid for the baby, Arthur ... Im 
afraid for the baby.” 

Marilyn was afraid, more afraid than 
she’d ever been in her whole life. “I don’t 
want to lose it, Arthur,” she whispered. 
She closed her eyes. “Please, God, I don’t 
want to lose our baby.” 

Arthur spoke to the doctor a few min- 
utes later. “Is it the baby?” he asked. 

The doctor nodded. “I’ve just phoned 
for an ambulance,” he started to say. 

“Ambulance?” Arthur asked, shocked. 

“We've got to get her to New York 
right away,” the doctor said. “I’m not 
sure yet, but we may have to operate.” 

This was all coming too quickly for Ar- 


thur, much too quickly. “Operate?” he 
asked. “Why?” 
“In order to save your wife’s life,” the 


doctor explained simply. 

The trip from Amagansett to New York 
took a little more than two hours. Two 
hospital attendants rushed out of the 
building to wheel the stretcher on which 
Marilyn lay, covered by two heavy white 
blankets, up to her room on the ninth 
floor. 

The pain had subsided a little, and she 
had slept during part of the long ride. 
She really didn’t wake until she had been 
placed in bed. She opened her eyes slowly. 
She saw Arthur. She smiled a groggy 
smile. According to a nurse who was 
present at the time, “It was as though she 
was a woman in her own home and it was 
first thing in the morning and she’d over- 
slept a little and she was smiling up at 
her husband, who’d got up earlier and had 
made his own coffee and was on his way 
to work.” 


She screamed his name 


But then, suddenly, the pain returned 
again. And within a second the smile 
was gone and Marilyn’s eyes closed shut 
again. She grabbed her husband’s hand 
with one hand and pressed against her 


stomach with the other. “Arthur,” she 
screamed. 
Back in Amagansett that afternoon, 


everything seemed to stop as the town 
wondered exactly what was wrong with 
its girl. Practically everybody had heard 
the ambulance siren wail its heart out as 
it pulled away from the Miller house that 
morning. And by the end of a couple of 
hours, practically everyone had gathered 
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OF YOUR FAVORITE PHOTO OR NEGATIVE 4 
Just to get acquainted we will | 
make you a FREE professional silk 
finish 5 x 7 enlargement of your 
favorite photo or negative. Please 
include color of hair, eyes and 4 
clothing for prompt information ' 
on our bargain offer for having 
your enlargement beautifully hand j 
RECEIVED $100) colored in oil and mounted in a} 
handsome frame. Please enclose 10¢ for handling © 
and mailing. Limit 2. If you do not wish your en- © 
largement hand colored a black and white enlarge- 
ment will be mailed with your original. We will pay i 
$100 for a photo selected bi-monthly to be used in 
our advertising. Offer is limited to U.S.A. only. 
Send your favorite photos or negatives today! 
HOLLYWOOD FILM STUDIOS, Derr. D-18 
7021 Santa Monica Blvd., Hollywood 38, Calif. 


CHI-CHES-TERS' 


Relieves Monthly Cramps 
In 9 out of 10 Cases! 

Get quick, long-lasting relief 
from menstrual pain, nervous 
tension and headaches with Chi-° 
Ches-Ters. Clinical tests prove 
9 out of 10 women do. Money 
back if not relieved. Purse Pak 
50¢. Economy sizes $1.15 and 
$2.25 at drug stores or we will fill direct orders. - 
FREE BOOKLET of intimate facts mailed in plain 
envelope. Write today: CHICHESTER CHEMICAL 
COMPANY, Dept.23-E, Philadelphia 46, Pa. 


MAKE MONEY 


ADDRESSING ENVELOPES 


OUR INSTRUCTIONS REVEAL HOW 


GLENN GLENWAY cevetano 7, ono 


THIS PHOTO 


No classes to attend. Easy spare-time train- 
ing covers big choice of subjects. Friendly 
instructors; standard texts. Full credit for 
previous schooling. Diploma awarded. 
Write now for FREE catalog qar-so. 


WAYNE SCHOOL. utilities inst) / 
2527 Sheffield Ave., Chicago 14, Illinois /* 
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BRILLIANT 


5 ZIRCON 


SET IN 1/. [30th 
hi 
14 Kt. Yellow Gold Wedding 
Not Plated Band $1.95 


Aneye-catching beauly 
that will be admired by all 
those that see Ht. Newest 


S & K ZIRCON COMPANY 
modern style. Order today.) 2447 COTTAGE AVENUE. BALTIMORE We MARYLAND > 


POEMS WANTED} 


For musical setting ...send 
Poems today. Any subject. 

Immediate Consideration. Phonog: 

CROWN MUSIC CO., 49 W. 32St., Studio 340, New York i 


ay ind the strength. 
for your life... 


Send ne meney—Pay postage plus 10% Fed. Tax. 
If not delighted return in 5 days. 
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| the heart of town to ask one another 
nat he and she knew. 
‘At 4 o'clock, the crowd gathered in the | 
,eery store heard a news flash over the | 
Hio saying that doctors had decided 
‘arilyn didn’t need an operation and that | 
miscarriage could probably be avoided. | 
The crowd cheered up a little. 
Shorily later, another newscaster said 
=i further drastic complications had set 
and that doctors had decided to operate, | 
=t Marilyn was going through an ectopic } 
isearriage—meaning that the new baby 
3s beginning to form in the narrow tube 
ading to the womb rather than in the 
>mb itself: that if they didn’t operate 
‘mediately there would be a rupture 
thin days—or hours—and that chances 
saving Marilyn from death would be 
-m. 


yould Marilyn live? 

“Tt was a sad, touching thing to see the 
ay the news afiected these people,” one 
oman, who was in Amagansett at the 
‘me. told us. “One old woman was shop- 
‘ng, right alongside me, and when she 
“ard it began to cry. She told me 
-at she’d talked to Marilyn right there 
| that store only two days earlier; that 
=e’d told Marilyn she’d heard the won- 
}:-+ful news and had started to sew a sur- 
tise for the baby, which she'd give to 
farilyn at the end of the summer. That 
_arilyn had been so delighted and happy 
lid kissed her. ‘And now, the old 
oman wept, ‘now theyre operating on | 
at poor child and maybe, maybe... - eee 
The old woman’s tears were shared by 
st about everybody in Amagansett. 

Then finally the news came in: 
The operation had lasted a little over 
, hour. It was, in a way, a SUCCESS. | 
nere would be no baby, of course. But 
‘arilyn herself was out of danger. 


+t following the operation was that 
| ‘arilyn wasnt coming back. Somebody 
id she’d heard from somebody that Mari- 
}n would spend the rest of the summer 
ith Arthur in their New York apart- 
yj eent The reason was a simple one: 
j\erilyn, talk had it, didn’t ever want 
» see again the house in which her lost 
aby had been conceived. She didn’t ever 
‘ant to sit in that garden again, alone, 
ith Arthur—that garden where theyd 
xt that afternoon so many weeks back 
ad where she’d first told him about the 
laby. She didn’t ever want to drive to 
jacir beach again, the way they'd driven 
| very day for all those wonderful days 
sind stood there, barefoot, at the ocean's 
—dge. and talked about their child and 
) (hat they would call it and how they 
‘ould love it and how they would do so 
auch to make it a happy child, so much. 
¢) “No,” the rumor went, “they’re not com- 
“jag back.” 


° shout the good news 


+ And then, on a Saturday morning, nine 
|ays later, the telephone rang at TopP- 
_|ENe’s Market. Bob O’Brien, the young 
| heek-out and delivery boy, answered it. 


| Hello,” he said, “may I take your order?” | 


|| He’d just begun to jot something down 


n his order pad when he began to smile. | 


“Yes.” he said, as he began to take 
‘own the order, the smile on his face 
Towing bigger and bigger. “Yes... 
hes. . Yes... - 
When he’d finished, he gulped and 
aid, “Gee, it’s wonderful to hear you 
ain—and, I just wondered, but in a 
couple of weeks do you think we can get 
gether and take that picture so I can 
fhow the fellows at school? . . . We 
van? ... Oh, great. Great!” 
»\| Then he hung up and rushed to the 
‘ront of the store to shout out the good 
ews: Marilyn had come home! END 


The immediate rumor around Amagan- 


Never a dull moment 


when you're bright BLONDE 


age, 


TURN “so-so” hair glamour- 
bright and see how exciting 
life can be! With Marchand’s 
Golden Hair Wash, you can 
lighten just a shade or 
dashing, dazzling blonde 
safely, easily at home. Or add 
sunny highlights. gleam dark 
hair with bronze. Golden Hair 
Wash, complete in one pack- 
ge, has been the favorite 
home hair lightener for over 
50 years. Lightens arm and 
leg hair, too. 


Be a gay blonde charmer—today! 


At drugstores 
everywhere 


plus tax 


75c and $1.00 


One thousand ways to solve all 


your Christmas gift buying problems 


1000 Ideas for Christmas 


from Dell 


ON SALE EVERYWHERE 


You may win a $375.00 
Scholarship in Commercial Art 


Winner gets a complete art course 
—free training for a career in com- 
mercial art. You are taught, in- 
dividually, by professional artists 
on the staff of world’s largest 
home study art school. Many for- 
mer students of this school are 
now earning from $150 a week to 
over $50,000 a year. Try for this 
free art course! As winner you 
also get drawing supplies and 
valuable art textbooks. 


ART INSTRUCTION, INC., STUDIO 10697 
500 South 4th Street, Minneapolis 15, Minnesota 

1 ti attached drawing in your “Draw Me” 
Se rns (PLEASE PRINT) 


Ne Ce thon 
Ad 


County State___ Occupation —________—_ 


DRAW THIS GIRL'S HEAD 

5 inches high. Use pencil. 
Drawing for November 
1957 contest must be re- 
ceived by November 30. 
None returned. Winner 
notified. Amateurs only. 
Our students not eligible. 
Mail drawing today. 
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OPPORTUNITIES 
FOR YOU 


For rates, 
write COMBINED CLASSIFIED 
529 W. Madison, Chicago 6 


OF INTEREST TO WOMEN (CW-N7) 
FREE—BIG NEW Wholesale Catalog! Up to 50% saving for 
you, family, friends on nationally-known gifts, jewelry, toys, 
appliances, Christmas cards etc. Also make money selling 
part time! Write: Evergreen Studios, Box 846-BA, Chicago 42. 
HOMEWORKERS WANTED!! GUARANTEED Pay! No 
Selling! Everything Supplied. Enterprises, Box 112-B, Boston 
22, Massachusetts. 
$200. MONTHLY POSSIBLE, Sewing Babywear! No house 
selling! Send stamped, addressed envelope. “Cuties”, Warsaw 
2, Indiana. 
MAKE MONEY SEWING At Home, part or full time. We 
instruct, No selling. Free details: Jud-San, Box 2107, Dept. 
CWC-1 Cleveland 8, Ohio. 
MAKE $25 to $35 weekly mailing envelopes. Our instructions 
reveal how. Glenway, Box 6568, Cleveland 1, Ohio. 
$200. MONTHLY REPORTED, preparing envelopes. Reveal- 
ing method, 25c! Economy, Box 1686-C, Clearwater, Florida. 
WIVES—INCREASE YOUR family income sewing babywear 
for stores. Write Tiny-Tot, Gallipolis 1, Ohio. 
EARN $50 FAST sewing precut products. Information 3c. 
Thompson’s, Loganville 22, Wisconsin. 
SEW OUR READY cut aprons at home, spare time, Easy, 
profitable. Hanky Aprons, Caldwell 2, Ark. 

MONEY MAKING OPPORTUNITIES 


LARGE XMAS INCOME Telephone individuals and busi- 
nesses suggesting Florida Fruit Gift Baskets. Morton’s, 3648 
Northwest 25 Ave., Miami 42,Fla.Member Chamber Commerce. 
$30-$60 WEEKLY Sparetime:ipreparingienvelobestat home. 
Instruction manual $1, refundable. Reiss, 210 Fifth Ave., 
Suite 1102, New York 10. 

OFFICE WORKERS: YOUR business at home, without in- 
vestment. Spare_or full time. Details Free. Allied-Z, Box 
1149, Knoxville, Tenn. 

EARN SPARETIME CASH—Preparing, Mailing Catalogs. 
Everything Furnished. Eljay, 20 Cazenove, Boston 16-B, Mass. 
$35 WEEKLY PREPARING envelope. Instructions $1. Re- 
fundable. Adservice, Spring Valley 151, New York. 

$25 WEEKLY POSSIBLE, sparetime preparing mailings for 
advertisers. Temple Co., Muncie 16, Indiana. 

MAKE MONEY PREPARING Literature explaining, free. 
Cove, Box 768-B, Largo, Florida, 

EARN_AT HOME Free details. Catalina Enterprises, Box 
5095, Tucson, Ariz. 

HOMEWORKERS WANTED PAINTING Novelties. No 
Selling. N. Roland, Vincentown 7, N.J. 


BUSINESS OPPORTUNITIES 


GROW A LIVING Miniature Forest or orchard (only inches 
high), that bears tasty tiny fruit at home. Learn amazing 
Dwarfing secrets! Sensational Fascinating hobby, $$$$$ Home- 
business Opportunity. Free Details! Miniature Nurseries, 
Dept. NR, Gardena, California. 
BUY AT WHOLESALE Prices! Resell—Big Profits. Brand 
names—Appliances, housewares, jewelry, clothing, luggage, 
tools, toys, gifts. Free color catalog. Merit Home Products, 
Dept. CWC-11, 107 Manhattan Ave., Brooklyn 6, New York. 
$70 WEEKLY—HOME, spare time, Simplified mail bookkeep- 
ing. mmediate income—easy ! Auditax, 34757N, Los Angeles 34, 
HELP & AGENTS WANTED 
BEAUTY DEMONSTRATORS—TO $5.00 hour demonstrating 
Famous Hollywood Cosmetics, your neighborhood. Forfreesam- 
ples, details, write Studio Girl, Dept. 19711C, Glendale, Calif. 
HOMEWORKERS: ASSEMBLE HANDLACED precut moc- 
casins and bags. Good earnings. California Handicrafts, Los 
Angeles 46-A, California, 
MAKE MONEY AT Home Assembling Our Items. No Tools, 
Selling Or Experience Necessary. Lee Mfg., 8507-W 3rd, Los 
Angeles 48, Calif. 

60% PROFIT COSMETICS $25 day up. Hire others. Samples. 
details. Studio Girl-Hollywood, Glendale, Calif., Dept. 19711H, 
PERSONAL 
WHAT’S YOUR BIRTHDAY? Horoscope coin_personalized 
with your sculptured Zodiac birthday sign, gold-finished. Tells 
Votrelucky numbers, days, abilities. Handy clasp attaches to 
necklace, bracelet, purse, sport shirt... anything. a each; 4 
for $3. Wonderful gifts. Give birth dates. R & L Dist., Box 

3352B, Merchandise Mart, Chicago. 

HEALTH & MEDICAL SERVICES 
NEED NEW DENTURES? Save $100. Guaranteed Fit. Im- 
mediate Service. Details Free. Tru-Grip Dental Laboratory, 
Dept. G-1, 127 N. Dearborn, Chicago, III. 


EDUCATIONAL OPPORTUNITIES 
LEARN WHILE ASLEEP! Details free. Research Association, 
Box 610-WT, Omaha. 

OLD COINS & MONEY WANTED 


WE BUY ALL Coins. Freo Information. Viroqua Coins, 
Viroqua, Wisconsin. 


DANCING SHOES—COSTUMES 


Toe $5.95, Ballet $3.29, Tap up to 3, $4.95 over 
3, $5.45; Leotards $3.85, Opera Hose $4.00, me S 


Tights $5.00. Send Check or Money Order. 
BATON—DRUM CORPS SUPPLIES 
SKATING SKIRTS—Roller or Ice. 

Complete Catalog 25c¢ (applied to purchase) 

Quincon Supplies, Dept. M, Box 422, Quincy 69, Mass. 
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(continued from page 53) 
What's the first thing you remember, 
back when you were two or three? 
Learning to whistle at age three. I 
stopped a man on the street in front 
of our house and made him listen. 


How many children will you have? 
If the fourth is a ‘Mike,’ we'll call it 
quits. If not, we’ll go for a fifth. 
Eventually, we’d like to adopt a child, 
one or maybe more. 


Would you give up singing for teaching? 
If I felt I could be more useful as a 
teacher. Right now I don’t feel that way. 


What's your favorite book? 


song? 
sport? 
hobby? 
color? 
food 
drink? 

The Bible. 

I Believe. 

Whatever is in season. 

Sports. 

Red. 

Whatever is on the table. 

Milk. 

Would you wear a toupe if your hair 


started getting thin? 


In movies and in TV, yes. On stage and 
in person, I don’t think so—but then, 
who knows? 


What are the three characteristics 
about your wife that you love most? 


Her sense of humor, her kindness, and 
her love for me. 


Did you two have in-law trouble? 
No, neither of us. We wuz lucky! 


What's your favorite subject in school? 
Speech. 


Who usually tries to make up first when 
you and Shirley have a fight? 


Hubby does—the weaker animal! 


Who gets up if the baby cries? 


Shirley usually does. But if she is sick 
or very tired, I do—at least, she tells 
me I do—I don’t remember. 


Do you dream a lot? 


I dream very little, but when I do, 
they’re lollapaloozas! 


About what, usually? 

Murders, fantastic adventures, oil 
wells and gold mines, falling out of 
windows, ete. 


How long do you think your popularity 
will last? 

Only God and the American people 
can determine that. 


Do you have a bad temper? 

No. In fact, sometimes I’m too calm 
and peace-loving for my own good. 
However, when I do get mad, I kind 
of boil over. This is very rare, though. 


What kind of things get you mad? 


Unkindness, cruelty, hypocrisy, being 
pushed around or taken advantage of, 
ingratitude and false accusations. 
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MODERN ROMANCES | 


enjoy exciting 


stories about people } 


a in love-Every — 


weekday over the 


CHECK YOUR NEWSPAPER 
FOR TIME AND CHANNEL. 


-And for the best 
in true— 


life stories, read 


Of all the records you've made, which 
is your favorite? 
Friendly Persuasion. 


. Do you save clippings about you? 
I used to, but it’s gotten out of hand 
now. I just save the most unusual 
or most important ones. 


. How many fan clubs do you have? 
. We have about 3,500 that are regis- 
tered with our national organization. 


Many others are not registered. I wish. 


they’d write me at 157 W. 57th, N.Y.C. 
and join up with us. 


>. Who was your first fan? 

. Vicki Woodall of Nashville, Tennes- 
see. She now lives in Memphis and is 
the president of our NATIONAL ASso- 
CIATION OF FAN CLUBS. 


>. When you're on tour, does your wife 
go, too? 

. Very rarely. With three youngsters at 

home, it’s hard for both of us to get 

away. I don’t travel much now, though. 


How often do you call each other when 
you're not together? 

. At least every other night. Usually 
the average is even higher. A four- 
hundred-dollar phone bill is the re- 
sult—’cause we just can’t hang up! 


. What's your pet extravagance? 
. Little mechanical things like watches, 
radios, toy cars, guns, etc. 


'®. Do you have any brothers or sisters? 
&. One brother, Nick, who is twenty-two 
and two sisters—Margie, nineteen, and 
Judy, fifteen. 


2. Will you move to Hollywood perma- 
nently? 
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debbie tells louella the truth 


(Continued from page 35) ment of this 
magazine. I had put it on the line pretty 
ternly to my little friend. I thought she 
hould start thinking more seriously about 
her career instead of putting Eddie’s first. 

This is what I wrote: 

Debbie, I think the time has come when 
woud better start minding the store. I 
night not feel so strongly about this if it 
weren't for the news that an absolute new- 
icomer, a little fifteen-year-old actress- 
model from New York named Carol Lyn- 
ly, has been signed by MGM to star in 

aE RELUCTANT DEBUTANTE, a London stage 
nit which was purchased over a year ago 
to star YOU. 

There was no announcement from the 
studio about why this switch had been 
made. 

My point is this—recently, it has seemed 
that you are really far more interested in 
Eddie Fisher’s career than in your own. 
You love him very deeply and heaven 
knows Pm not knocking that. I thoroughly 
approve of married movie people being to- 
gether as much as possible. But shouldn't 
that be done without one sacrificing too 
mach to the other? 

This is the reason I paged Debbie, as 
soon as she came home, to come and see 
me. I am deeply fond of this girl. Having 
gone with her through the start of her 
emance with Eddie, its threatened break- 
fup, then their marriage, and later their 
happiness at the birth of their daughter, 
II couldn’t feel closer to these kids if they 
were blood relatives. When I had written 
the scolding words to Debbie—for her own 
'good—I had felt much like the parent who, 


3 


before a spanking, says, “This is going to 
‘hurt me more you.” 

i 3 fore Debbie arrived, I had wondered 
le e would be a little angry with me. 
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When I finish school, I think sO. 


Do you own your own house? 
Yes, a little one in New Jersey. 


When you were a kid, what was your | 
ambition in life? 
I could never decide, honestly. | 
Did you ever get into serious trouble? 
Yes. I was once going steady with two 
girls at the same time! 


Were you ever seriously ill? 

When [ was ten, I had pneumonia and 
pleurisy at the same time. I was pretty 
sick. 


PO 
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What was your favorite game when 
you were young? 
Baseball, basketball, 
when I was young!?! 


and football— 


- 


Who do you admire most in the world? 
Dr. Albert Schweitzer. 


If you could be someone else, who 
would you choose? 
I wouldn’t want to be anybody else. | 


If you had three wishes, what would 
they be? 

First—that my children be as fortu- 
nate as I have been. 

Second—that my life be of value to a 
great many people. 

Third—that I have few things to be 
ashamed of when it’s all over. 
Fourth—if possible, that I keep my 
own hair and teeth till I’m ninety- 
nine. After that you can have ’em! 
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Pat will soon be in 20th Century-Fox’s 
Aprit LOVE. END 


| pre-shrunk elastic assure 


| white enamel fasteners 
| eliminate pins. Only $1.59. 


Why you need the 
extra protection of 
a Sanitary Pantie 


by 
Mary Ann Blum, R.N. 
Modern girls and 
women keep looking 
for better ways of stay- 
ing secure and com- 
fortable during the 
menstrual period. 
That’s why so many 
e = depend on the extra 
protection of all-nylon sanitary panties! 


Known as HI-G Sanitary Panties, these 
white, whisper-light garments look, feel and 
wear like your regular briefs. The differ- 
ence is the special moisture-proofed nylon 
panel (no rubber used) for vital extra pro- 
tection against embarrassment. Worn with 
external or internal napkins, HI-G’s are 
blessedly invisible. No belt necessary. Fit 
sleekly under girdle, swim suit or your sheer- 
est dress to give you complete confidence. 
Women say they help stop chafing and irri- 
tation too...are marvelous after childbirth. 


See HI-G Sanitary Panties ae 
at drug stores and sanitary 
goods counters. Four full- 
cut. proportioned sizes and 


skin-smooth fit. Built-in 


| l-year written guarantee. For everyday 


But she just put her arms around me and 
held me close and said, “It’s so good to see 
you again. I've missed you.” Then we 
settled down to talk—in the room over- 
looking my garden, the room where we 
have shared so many confidences in the | 


past. 

Debbie chaitered like a little magpie, as 
usual—full of news about Eddie, his tre- 
mendous success at the PaLtLaprum in Lon- 
don, the wonderful reception he was given 
on the continent and then about her joy 
over seeing Carrie Frances again even 
though it brought her home weeks ahead 
ot Eddie. 


Waiting and waiting to hear 


This chatter about Eddie might have 
gone on indefinitely for I was as eager | 
as she was to talk about her favorite topic. 
But, surprisingly, it was Debbie who in- 
terrupted herself. 

“Yes,” she said with an arch little smile, 
“I read your OpeEN LETTER—not once, but 
several times.” 

Now that the gauntlet was thrown down, 
I said, “And what did you think?” 

“T think you are completely wrong,” she 
said with no trace of bitterness in her 
voice. I started to speak. “No, let me 
finish,” she put in quickly. “Eddie’s career 
is the most important in our family and | 
it will always come first. I have no inten- | 
tion of giving up my career, however.” 

“But, Debbie,” I protested, “when you 
met Eddie, your career waS more impor- 
tant. You were a tremendous success in 
my child’s”’—that’s Harriet Parsons—“pic- | 
ture, Susan Slept Here.” 

She nodded. “But, let’s go back a little 
in my career and I think you'll see what I | 
mean. I was sixteen when I first signed | 
with MGM. That was nine years ago. The | 
rage then was for young fresh-looking 
American girls who could sing and dance | 
in the many musicals MGM was making. | 


_wear, try HI-G nylon “BRIEFS*’—only 
$1.19. 


(If not available at your dealer, 
write HI-G at address below.) 
FREE! Booklet, “Modern Facts About 
Menstruation”. Mailed in plain wrapper. 
Acai a Send name, address to: 
© Guaranteedby “) H]-G, Dept. 38, 1063 Jackson 
Ave., Long Island City 1, N.Y. 


EPILEPSY?! 


Learn about treatment for epileptic spells! 
Write today for free information. 
Lakewood Neurophen Co. 
Station A, Dept. MM-2, Cleveland 2, Ohic 


| YOU’D NEVER KNOW I HAD 


PSORIASIS 


scales. If lesions recur, 
light applications o 
Siroil help control them. 
Siroil won't stain cloth- 

ing or bed linens. 
Offered on 2-weeks- 
satisfaction- —& —. 
or-money- - 
refunded basis. 


For 24 years psoriasis suf& — == —____ 
ferers have learned that SSS : 
Siroil tends to remove un- SS pees s 
sightly external crusts and ; = 


Write for NEW FREE 
BOOKLET, written by 
REGISTERED PHYSICIAN. 
Ic answers 30 most-aske 

questions about psoriasis. 


AT ALL DRUG STORES 
r SIROIL LABORATORIES, INC. 71 
| Dept. D-45 Santa Monica, Calif. 


Please send me your new free booklet on PSORIASIS. 


NAM 


ADDRESS—— 


| 
| 
Please Print | 
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New Home Shampoo for 
Blondes — with ANDIUM 


To help keep blonde hair from growing dark or faded 
use BLONDEX, the new shampoo that contains ANDIUM 
for extra lightness and SHINE. Made at home, fresh as 
you need it, BLONDEX instantly removes dingy film that 
makes hair dark. Washes hair shades lighter, gives it 
lovely lustre. Takes only 11 minutes! Safe for children. Get 
BLONDEX today at any 10¢, drug or toilet goods counter. 


WHY Have Dark or 
Discolored Skin, Freckles, 
Ugly Skin Spots— 


WHEN Mercolized Wax Cream’s 
amazing 7 night plan lightens, 


beautifies skin while you sleep! | 


’ Just follow the famous Mercolized Wax 
Cream 7 night plan to a whiter, clearer, 
lovelier complexion. Apply specially med- 
icated Mereolized Wax Cream to face, 

arms, or elsewhere each night 
Lightens] for one week. You’ll begin to see 
dark skin, | results almost at once, asit light- 
freckles] ens dark skin, blotches, freckles 
and uely} andugly skin spots as if by magic! 
skin spots. | This is not a cover-up cosmetic; 
Mercolized Wax Cream works 
UNDER the skin surface. Beautiful women 
have used this time-tested plan for over 40 
ears — you'll love its fast, sure, longer 
asting results! Mercolized Wax Cream is 
sold on a 100% guarantee or money back. 


MERCOLIZED WAX CREAM 
At All Drug and Cosmetic Counters 


What Do 3 Out of 4 
Doctors Recommend 
to Relieve Pain? 


A survey shows 3 out of 4 doctors recommend the 
famous ingredients of Anacin Tablets to relieve pain 
of headache, neuritis and neuralgia. Here’s why 
Anacin® gives you better total effect in relieving 
pain than aspirin or any buffered aspirin: 


mae> ACTS INSTANTLY: Anacin goes to work instantly. 
Brings fast relief to source of your pain. 


maep> MORE EFFECTIVE: Anacin is like a doctor's pre- 
scription. That is, Anacin contains not one but 
a combination of effective, medically proven in- 
gredients. 


=> SAFER: Anacin simply can not upset your stomach. 
= LESSENS TENSION: Anacin also reduces nervous 


tension, leaves you relaxed, feeling fine after pain 
goes, Buy Anacin today. 


Foot Relie 


Quick-Acting, Extra Soft, 
Cushioning Foot Plaster 


To speedily relieve painful 
corns, sore toes, callouses, bun- 
ions, tender spots, burning on 
bottom of feet—use Dr. Scholl’s 
Kurotex. You cut 
this soothing, cush- 
ioning, flesh color, 
superior moleskin 
to any size or shape 
and apply. At Drug, 
Shoe, Department, 
5-10¢ stores, 
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| permission. 


“But the movie mood has changed in 
nine years. Musicals with bright, gay 
American girls are no longer the vogue. 
I have been ready and willing to work for 
MGM for over a year, and no assignment 
has come my way. I would like to do a 
picture for my home studio, believe me, 
but it begins to look like The All-American 
Girl is temporarily out of style on the 
screen!” 

I must have looked my surprise for she 
said, “I mean it. Look around at any studio 
and there are ten foreign actresses to one 
American. There’s Sophia Loren, Taina 
Elg, Kay Kendall, Maria Schell, Christine 
Carere, Anita Ekberg, Audrey Hepburn, 
the great Anna Magnani—not one of these 
actresses is American born. Yet all of them 
are working in our Hollywood pictures. 

“Of course, you can say that just as 
many of our actresses are working in 
Europe,” Debbie went on. “I met more 
Hollywood film stars, both men and 
women, when we were abroad than I ever 
met at home. So you see, change is in the 
air.” Debbie shrugged slightly. “Even the 
MGM lot seems different from the time 
Louis B. Mayer signed me. Now when I 
visit around the studio there are very few 
people I know. I have been waiting and 
waiting to hear what they are going to give 
me next because I want to work.” 


| Marriage first 


This seemed the time to ask her about 
The Reluctant Debutante which she knew 
as well as I did had been bought originally 
for her. 

“Two scripts have been written,” she 
said, “but neither is right for me. Another 
good picture, The Boy Friend, will soon 


| be ready and I’m ready and willing to 


play that—if I get the chance.” 
“But, my dear, there are so many fields 


| open for your talent—tTv, even Broadway,” 


I put in. 

She laughed, “Don’t think I don’t know 
that,” sounding like the spunky little Deb- 
bie I love. “But my MGM contract is such 
that I can’t accept anything without their 
However, they did give me 
special permission to go on loan-out to 
U-I for the movie Tammy. It’s a cute little 
picture and I couldn’t be happier that the 
record I made of the little song is getting 
more and more popular. Please don’t 
worry that I am becoming discouraged or 
down about myself. It’s just that I'm facing 
facts as they are,” she added with that 
forthrightness that’s so much a part of her 
personality. As young as she is, she’s defi- 
nitely a girl to face reality. There’s a wise 
head on those young shoulders. 

She reached over and patted my hand. 
“T know you think I spend too much time 
away from Hollywood going with Eddie 
around this country and to Europe in the 
background of his fabulous career. But, 
to me, a career can’t possibly be as stable 
as a marriage. Any woman who marries 
an artist like Eddie should consider his 
work first. At least, that’s the way I feel 
about it—and that’s the way I shall con- 
tinue to feel.” 


No reason in the world 


Good for Debbie! If more actresses felt 
this way there would be fewer broken 
marriages in movietown. But I still had 
a good point, and I brought it up. “Mel 
Ferrer and Audrey Hepburn seem to have 
worked out a similar problem very well,” 
I said. “They have a little plan of stagger- 
ing their jobs so that when Mel is work- 
ing Audrey is on vacation and can be with 
him, and vice versa.” 

“That’s exactly what I did!” Debbie ar- 
gued. “I finished Tammy months ago. 
Then, as MGM had nothing for me, there 
was no reason in the world why I shouldn’t 
accompany Eddie when he went to 
Europe.” 


“All right, all right!” I lau~hed—and she 
joined me. “But don’t you feel that if you 
stayed home there might have been offers 
for you, important guest spots you might 
have filled in—say, in television?” 

She answered, “Television is a good 


medium for me—and I’m very interested | 


in the offers I've had. But here again, I 
can’t do it without MGM’s permission.” 


“My real heart" 
I have a large picture of Eddie holding 


_Carrie Frances on a table in this room and 


Debbie’s eyes fell on it. “There they are 
my real heart,” Debbie cried, blowing e 
little kiss in the direction of the sweetest 


father-and-baby picture I have ever seen 


“Do you know that little rascal, Carrie 
Frances, didn’t recognize me when I came 
home? Honest, she didn’t. That’s the besi 
argument I know for not going away. For <= 
few days my heart was broken. She’d go tc 
my mother or the nurse, but she’d just look 


at me as though saying, Who are you? Anc | 


_ WHERE have you been?” Debbie went on 


“T don’t see how I can ever leave her again 
A baby’s personality changes from day t 
day—it seems to me from hour to hour 
And I’ve missed two wonderful months ou 
of her life,’ Debbie wailed. 

“Your mother told me that your tele- 
phone bill from Europe will be enormous!’ 
I smiled, “and that just about every othe: 


day you and Eddie were on the telephone 


wanting to know the latest developmen 
in the life of your child.” 

“That’s true,” she replied. “All th: 
money I might have spent buying clothe 
and things in Paris I preferred to spenc 
listening to Carrie Frances coo over th: 
trans-Atlantic.” 

“How about those Paris shops? Didn’ 
they really get you?” I put in. 

“No, I didn’t buy any clothes. My mothe 
makes almost everything I wear, simpl 
easy-to-wear things.” she said. “I’m not th 
glamour type who has to have a new gow 
every time I stick my head outside th 
door. Thank goodness! I hate shopping. 


Instead of hours in the shops, she spen 


much of her time while Eddie was work 
ing really seeing the sights of England an: 
the continent. “I did all the tourist thing 
—and loved it.” 


Something very dear 


As she arrived home three weeks in ad 
vance of Eddie, she had been planning man 
things. “We are going to sell the house,” sh 
told me. “It’s much too big, a bloomir 
mansion, really. Even before we wen 
away, Eddie and I realized that the thre 
of us were just rattling around in it. 4 
simple but pretty place, all on one floo: 
is what we really want. Pretty soon Carri 
Frances will be toddling, and I worr 
about stairs and places where she migh 
hurt herself.” 

Debbie seemed gay and happy again, th 
Debbie I know best. I’m not only fond c 
this girl, I have the deepest admiration fo 
her. She very definitely has her own se 
of values in life, and she is proving it b 
living up to her principles. 

It’s my opinion that Debbie has mor 
to offer her career now than she did tw 
years ago, September 29th, when she mar | 
ried Eddie. Without looking a day olde: 
she has matured inwardly. She is one c 
those rare people who knows what sh 
has in life and is appreciative. | 

“T’m sticking to my story and I still sa 
you must go on with your career,” I sai 
as she was leaving. 

And then she said something very dea 
using the name she used to call me whe 
she and Eddie were courting and Id g 
with them as a chaperone to Las Vegas ¢ 
some other weekend spot. “Don’t worry 
she said. “When the time, or the pictur: 
or the tv show is right for me, Ill k 
ready—mother.” EN 
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ANYS 


when you join the Dollar Book Club and agree 
to take as few as 6 best-selling novels out 
of the 24 to be offered within a year! 


f Y OUR privileges as a Dollar Book Club member: you are 
"| offered best-selling novels at the members’ price of only 


thoritative. Answers thousands of ques- 
tions in all fields of knowledge! 
HAMMOND-DOUBLEDAY WORLD ATLAS. Big 
934” by 1214” volume. 90 maps, 32 
full-page, full-color! 154 photos plus 
94 pages of facts on the world’s peo- 
ples, customs, resources, €tc. 

HANDY HOME MEDICAL ADVISER. (Com- 
bined with “Good Housekeeping’s” 
Pocket Medical Encyclopedia) — Ed. 
by Dr. Morris Fishbein. Includes latest 
diet facts, allergies, new drugs, mental 
health, etc. 413 pages, illustrated 
JAMES HILTON’S 3 FAMOUS NOVELS, com- 
lete in one big book: ‘Lost Horizon,” 
the original “Shangri-La’’ novel of ad- 
venture, romance in forbidden Tiber — 
plus two more all-time hits, “Goodbye, 
Mr. Chips” and “Random Harvest.” 


Choose Any 3 of these Best-Sellers for $1: 


ALABAMA EMPIRE —Welbourn Kelley. (See 
description above) 

BLUE CAMELLIA— Frances Parkinson Keyes’ 
newest hic! Lovely Lavinia Winslow 
lived in two worlds — as mistress of a 
plantation — and as a woman with a 
secret love affair! 

COLUMBIA-VIKING DESK ENCYCLOPEDIA — 
Two volumes, 1,440 pages, 31,000 arti- 
cles, 1,250,000 words. Up-to-date, au- 


Amazing Introductory Offer from America’s Biggest Book Club! 


for 
only 


He Found 
a Princess 
in His Tub! 


he first time An- 
nalie and young 
Doctor Fyfe met, he 
T—unexpect- 
ing a bath in 
Next, this 
ed Indian 
shocked him 
ng away with 
1 who was 


ISLAND IN THE SUN — Alec Waugh. A hur- 
ricane of passion, jealousy, and vio- 
lence hits a sun-drenched West Indies 
isle. Best-seller, now a hit movie! 
MARJORIE MORNINGSTAR — Hermon Wouk 
tops “The Caine Mutiny” with this 
modern best-seller about a ‘“‘nice girl's” 
quest for fame and the ideal man. 
MODERN FAMILY COOK BOOK—Mleta Given. 
New edition of the most useful cook 
book ever published. 640 pages, 1,137 
recipes. Makes meal preparation a joy! 
NEW CREATIVE HOME DECORATING. Com- 
plete guide to furniture, color, win- 
dows, walls, lighting, etc. Big 7” by 
101%” book, 658 pictures; 144 period 
guides; 128 model rooms, 38 in color! 
OUTLINE OF HISTORY —H. G. Wells. 2 vol- 
umes, 1,024 pages. Whole dramatic 
story of man from earliest times to now 
One of the great works of our time! 
THORNDIKE-BARNHART CONCISE DICTION- 
ARY. New edition. 70,000 entries, 600 
illustrations, 544 pages. Sections on let- 
ter-writing; grammar; punctuation, etc. 
12 GIRLS IM THE GARDEN —Shone Martin. 
Famous sculptor vanishes, leaving be- 
hind lifelike statues of 12 beautiful girls. 
Weird tale of murder and illicie Jove! 


np MAIL THIS COUPON 


The Dollar Book Club, Dept. 11-DMs, Garden City, New York 
Enroll me as a Dollar Book Club member. Send me at once as my gift 
books and first selection the 3 books checked below and bill me only $1 


FOR ALL 3, plus a small shipping 

Alabama Empire (108) 

Blue Camellia (79) 

Columbia-Viking Desk 
Encyclopedia—set (61) 

Hammond- Doubleday World Atlas (63 

Handy Home Medical Adviser (75) 

Island in the Sun (36) 


charge. 

(2 James Hilton’s 3 Famous Novels (77) 
Marjorie Morningstar (83) 

Modern Family Cook Book (7) 
New Creative Home Decorating (72) 
Outline of History—set (62) 
Thorndike-Barnhart Dictionary (71) 
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aCe Cditinas by top authors like Thomas Costain, Wl cnedollas book son, ict he following mouths selections. do 
Daphne du Maurier, Frank Yerby, Pearl Buck, and many not haye to accept a book every month—only six a year. I pay nothing 
te eee eee acicts, fallicive, hard-boand editions, © 2! P05 Sere. ctccton oc = cuaeohec higher price 
You don’t even have to buy a book every month. You may NO-RISK GUARANTEE: If not delighted return all 

take as few as 6 out of 24 to be offered within a year. : ° 

An exciting new bonus plan offers other big savings too. 

And you get a fabulous introductory package when you start 
— any 3 books on this page for only $1. Send no money now! 
Mail coupon at the right to accept this amazing offer. 


books in 7 days and members 
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~ scented like perfume from Paris 
that would cost you 25° an ounce 


blended with 
pink cold cream 


Probably the most lavish soap 
that ever pampered your skin 


(yet costs no more than ordinary soaps) 


a re tl Kept fresh and fragrant in Pink Pearl foil 
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